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PRO- 


PROLOGUE. 

Written  by  Mr.  GAT. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  <^  V  I  i\T, 

1  Wonder  not  our  Author  doubts  Succejs, 
One  in  his  Circumftance  can  do  no  lefs. 
I'he  Dancer  on  the  Rope  that  tries  at  all,     ' 
In  each  unpractised  Caper  rifques  a  Fall: 
I  own  I  dread  his  ticklifh  Situation, 
Critics  deteft  Poetic  Innovation. 
Had  Ic'rus  been  content  with  folid  Ground, 
the  giddy  venturous  Youth  had  ne'er  been  drown' d« 
7*he  Pegafus  of  old  had  Fire  and  Force, 
But  your  true  Modern  is  a  Carrier's  Horfe 
Drawn  by  the  foremoft  Bell,  afraid  to  ftray, 
Bard  following  Bard  jogs  on  the  beaten  Way. 
Why  is  this  Man  fo  obftinate  an  Elf\ 
Will  he,  alone,  not  imitate  himfeip. 

His  Scene  now  Jhews  the  Heroes  of  old  Greece  ■» 
But  how  ?  'tis  monjlrous  1  In  a  Comic  Piece. 
To  Buskins,  Plumes  and  Helmets  what  Pretence 
If  mighty  Chiefs  mufl  [peak  but  common  Senfe  ? 
Shall  no  bold  Diclion,  no  Poetic  Rage 
Fome  at  our  Mouths  and  thunder  on  the  Stage} 

No 'tis  Achilles,  as  he  came  from  Chiron, 

Jufi  taught  tofing  as  well  as  wield  cold  Iron; 

And  whatjoever  Criticks  may  fuppofe, 

Our  Author  holds,  that  what  He  f poke  was  Profe. 
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Lycomedes, 

Mr.  Quin. 

Diphilus, 

Mr.  dfton. 

Achilles, 

Mr.  Salway. 

UlyfTes, 

- 

Mr.  Chapman. 

Diomedes, 

Mr.  Laguerre. 

Ajax, 

Mr.  Hall. 

Pcriphas, 

Mr.  Walker* 

Agyrtcs, 

Mr.  Leveridge. 

WOMEN. 

Thetis, 

Mrs.  Buchanan, 

Theafpe, 

Mrs.  CantreL 

Deidamia, 

Mifs  Afar/*. 

Lesbia, 

Mifs  2?/»&. 

Philoe, 

Mifs  Otftar. 

Artemona, 

Mrs,  Egleton: 

Courtiers,  Guards,  &c. 
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ACHILLES. 


ACHILLES. 


ACTL        SCENE      I. 
SCENE,    The  Talace. 


THETIS,      ACHILLES. 

Thetis. 

EFORE  I  leave  you,  Child,  I  muff  infift  up- 
on your  Promife,  that  you  will  never  disco- 
ver yourfelf  without  my  Leave.  Don't  lock 
upon  it  as  capricious  Fondnefs,  nor  think  (be- 
caufe  'tis  a  Mother's  Advice)  that  in  Duty  to 
yourfelf  you  are  oblig'd  not  to  follow  it. 
Ack  But  my  Character !  my  Honour !  — — -« 

Wou'd  you  have  your  Son  live  with  Infamy? -On 

the  firft  Step  of  a  young  Fellow  depends  his  Character  for 
Life 1  beg  you,  Goodefs,  to  difpenfe  with  your  Com- 
mands. 

Thet.  Have  you  then  no  Regard  to  my  Prefentiment  ?  I  can't 
bear  the  Thoughts  of  your  going,  for  I  know  that  odious  Siege 
of  Troy  wou'd  be  the  Deatri  of  thee. 

Ach.  Becaufeyou  have  the  natural  Fears  of  a  Mother,  wou'd 
you  have  me  infenfible  that  I  have  the  Heart  of  a  Man  ?  The 
World,  Madam,  muft  look  upon  my  abfeonding  in  this  Man- 
ner, and  at  this  particular  Juncture,  as  infamous  Cowardife. 

B  AIR 


ACHILLES. 


Aai< 


A  I  R  I.    A  Clown  in  Flanders  once  there  was. 


What's  Life  ?     No  Cttrfe  is  more  fever e, 
'Than  bearing  Life  with  Shame. 

It  this  your  Fondnefs*.  this  yonr  Care  ? 
0  give  me  Death  with  Fame. 


Thet.  Keep  your  Temper,  Achilles: 


'Tis  both  im- 


pious and  undutiful  to  call  my  Preference  in  queftion. 

Ach.  Pardon  me,  Goddefs,  for  had  you,  like  other  Mothers, 
been  a  meer  Woman  only,  I  (hou'd  have  taken  the  Liberty  of 
other  Sons,  and  fhou'd  (as  'tis  my  Duty)  have  heard  your  Ad- 
vice, and  follaw'd  my  own. 

Thet.  I  pofnively  (hall  not  be  eafy,  Child,  unlefs  you  give 
me  your  Word  and  Honour. ■  You  know  my  Com- 
mands. 

Aeh.  My  Word,  Madam,  I  can  give  you ;  but  my  Honour 
is  already  facrifie'd  to  my  Duty.  That  I  gave  you  when  J  fub- 
mitted  to  put  on  this  Womans  Habit. 

Thet.  Believe  me,  Achilles,  I  have  a  tender  Regard  for  your 

Honour,  as  well  as  Life. By  preventing  your  running 

head- long  to  your  Deftiny,  I  preftrve  you  for  future  Glory. 
Therefore,  Child,  1  once  more  infill  upon  your  folemn  Pro- 
mi  fe. 

Ach.  Was  I  a  Woman  (as  I  appear  to  be)  I  cou'd  without 
Difficulty  give  you  a  Promife  to  have  the  Pleafure  of  breaking 
it ;  but  when  I  promife,  my  Life  is  pledgM  for  the  Performance. 
—1-  Your  Commands,  Madam,  are  facred.  — —  Yet  I  intreat 
you,  Goddefs  to  confider  the  ignominious  Part  you  make  me 
a6t. In  obeying  you,  I  prove  my  felf  unworthy  of  you. 

Ti:ct.  My  Will,  Achillas,  is  not  to  be  controverted.  Your 
Lire  depends  upon  your  Duty;  and  pofitively,  Child,  you  fhall 
not  go  to  this  Siege. 


A  I  R 


Aft!. 


ACHILLEA 


AIR    If.    Gudgeon's  Song. 


^T 


^g 


Why  thus  am  I  held  at  Defiance  ? 

A  Mother ■,  tf  Goddefs  obey  I 
Will  Men  never  praflife  Compliance, 

Till  Marriage  hath  taught  yem  the  Way  ? 

Ach.  But  Why  muft  I  lead  the  Life  of  a  Woman  ?  Why 
was  I  ftolen  away  from  my  Preceptor  ?     Was  I  not  as  fafe 

under  the  Care  of  Chiron"*. I  know  the  Love  he  had 

for  me;  I  feel  his  Concern;  and  I  dare  fwear  that  good  Crea- 
ture is  now  fo  diftrefs'd  for  the  Lofs  of  me,  that  he  will  quite 
founder  himfelf  with  galloping  from  Place  to  Place  to  look  af- 
ter me. 

Thet.  I'll  hear  no  more.  Obey,  and  feek  to  know  no  fur- 
ther.   Can  you  imagine  that  I  wou'd  have  taken  all  this 

Trouble  to  havelodg'd  you  under  the  Protection  of  Lycomedes, 
if  I  had  not  feen  the  abfolute  Neceflity  of  it? 

Ach.  Were  I  allow'd  to  follow  my  Inclinations*  what  wou'd 
you  have  to  fear  ? 1  ihou'd  do  my  Duty,  and  die  with  Ho- 
nour.  Was  I  to  live  an  Age,  I  cou'd  do  no  more. 

Thet.  You  are  fo  very  obftinate,  that  really,  Child,  there's 

no  enduring  you.  Your  Impatience  feetns  to  forget  that  I 

am  a  Goddefs:  Have  I  not  degraded  my  felf  into  the  Charac- 
ter of  a  diftrefs'd  Grecian  Princefs?  'Tis  owing  to  my  Artifice 
and  Inflnuation  that  we  have  the  Protection  of  the  Kirfg  of 
Scyros.  Have  I  not  Won  Lycomedes  his  Friendship  and  Hofpi- 
tality  to  that  degree  as  to  place  you,   without  the  leaft  Sufpi- 

cion,  among  his  Daughters?- -And  for  what,  dear  Achilles* 

, Your  Safety  and  future  Fame  reqmVd  ir. 

Ach.  'Tis  impoflible,  Madam,  to  bear  \t  much  longer.  — - 
My  Words,  my  Actions,  my  aukward  Behaviour,  muft  one 

Day  inevitably  difcover  me. 1  brad  been  fajer  under  thtf 

Tuition  of  Chiron. 

Thet.  Hath  not  the  Prophet  C 'ale has  peffuaded  tile  Confede- 
rates that  the  Succefs  of  their  Expedition  againft  Troy  depend* 

B  z  upoH 


ACHILLES. 


Aai. 


upon  youT  being  among  'em?  Have  they  not  EmifTaries  and 
Spies  almoft  every  where  in  fearch  of  you?  'Tis  here  only, 
and  in  this  Difguife,  that  I  can  believe  you  out  of  the  Reach  of 

Sufpicion. —You  have  fo  much  Youth,  and  fuch  a  Bloom, 

that  there  is  no  Man  alive  but  mull  take  you  for  a  Woman. 
What  I  am  molt  afraid  of  is,  that  when  you  are  among  the  La- 
dies you  fhou'd  be  fo  little  Matter  of  your  Paffions  as  to  find 
your  klf  a  Man. 

AIR  III.    Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  galant  Sailor. 


Ach.     The  Woman  always  in  Temptation ', 
Mttft  do  what  Nature  bids  her  do ; 
Our  Hearts  feel  equal  Palpitation, 
For  we've  unguarded  Minutes  too. 
By  Nature  greedy, 
When  lank  and  needy, 
Within  your  Fold  the  Wolf  confine ; 
Then  bid  the  Glutton 
Not  think  of  Mutton ; 
Canyouperfuade  him  not  to  dine7. 

Thet.  Now,  dear  Child,  let  me  beg  you  to  be  difcreet 7 

have  fome  Sea -Affairs  that  require  my  Attendance,  which 
(much  againft  my  Will)  oblige  me  for  a  time  to  leave  you  to 
your  own  Conduct. 


SCENE 


Aft  I.         ACHILLES.  s 

SCENE    II. 

Thetis,  Achilles,  Artemona. 

Art.  The  PrincefTes,  Lady  Pyrrha,  have  been  fitting  at  their 
Embroidery  above  a  Quarter  of  an  Hour,  and  are  perfectly  re- 
ferable for  want  of  yon. 

Thet.  Pyrrha  h  fo  veiy  unhandy,  and  fo  monftroufly  auk- 
ward  at  her  Needle,  that  I  know  fhe  mud  be  diverting.  Her 
Pafiion  for  Romances  (as  you  mud  have  obferv'd  in  other 
Girls)  took  her  off  from  every  Part  of  ufeful  Education. 

Ach.  For  the  many  Obligations  I  have  to  the  PrincefTes,  I 
fliould  (no  doubt)  upon  all  Occafions  iliew  my  felf  ready  to  be 

the  But  of  their  Ridicule. 'Tis  a  Duty  that  all  great  People 

expect  from  (what  they  call)  their  Dependants. 

Art.  How  can  you,  Lady  Pyrrha,  mifimerpret  a  Civility?  I 
Know  they  have  a  Friendlhip,  an  Efleem  for  you ;  and  have  a 
Pleafure  in  inftru&ing  you. 

Thei.  For  Heaven's  f  <ke,  Pyrrha,  let  not  your  captious  Tem- 
per run  away  with  your  Good-manners.  You  cannot  but  be 
fenfible  of  the  King's  and  their  Civilities,  both  to  you  and  me. 
—  How  can  you  be  fo  horridly  out  of  Humour? 

Ach.  All  I  mean,  Madam,  is;  that  when  People  are  fenfi- 
ble of  their  own  Defe&s,  they  are  not  the  proper  Objects  of 
Ridicule. 

Thet.  You  are  fo  very  touchy,  Pyrrha,  that  there  is  no  en- 
during you.  — How  can  you  be  fo  unfociable  a  Creature  as  to 
deny  a  Friend  the  Liberty  of  laughing  at  your  little  Follies  and 
Indifcretions  ?  For  what  do  you  think  Women  keep  Com- 
pany with  one  another? 

Ach.  Becaufe  they  hate  one  another,  defpife  one  another,  and 
feek  to  have  the  Pleafure  of  feeing  and  expofing  one  another's 
Faults  and  Follies. 

thet.  Now,   dear  Pyrrha,  tell  me,  is  Work  a  thing  you 

pique  yourfelf  upon?    Suppofe  too  they  fhou'd  fmile  at  an  Ab- 

furdity  in  your  £>refs,  it  cou'd  not  be  fuch  a  Mortification  as  if 

1  (like  moll  Women)  you  had  made  it  the  chief  Bufmefs  of  your 

Life  ? 

Art.  Don't  they  treat  one  another  with  equal  Familiarity? 
Ach.  But  a  Reply  from  me  (whatever  was  the  Provocation) 
might  be  look'd  upon  as  impertinent.     I  hate  to  be  under  the 
Reftraint  of  Civility  when  I  am  ill-us'd. 

P  3  Art, 


AC  H  I  L  L  E  S. 


Aft  I. 


Art.  Will  you  allow  me,  Madam,  to  make  youp  Excufes  to 
the  Prince/Fes? The  Occafion  of  your  High»el's's  leav- 
ing her,  I  fee,  troubles  her.  —  Perhaps  I  may  interrupt  Conver- 
sation. 

The*.  'Tis  aftonlfhing,  Child,  how  you  can  have  fo  little 
Complaifance.  This  fullen  Behaviour  of  yours  muft  be  difa- 
greeable.  1  hope,  Madam,  fhe  is  not  always  in  this  way? 
'  Art.  Never  was  any  Creature  more  entertaining!  Such  Spi- 
rits, and  fo  much  Vivacity!  The  PrincefTes  are  really  fond 
of  her  to  Diftra&ion.  —  The  mod  chearful  Tempers  are  liable 
to  the  Spleen,  and  'tis  an  Indulgence  that  one  Woman  owes  to 
another. 

Ach.  The  Spleen,  Madam,  is  a  Female  Frailty  that  I  have  no 
Pretentions  to,  nor  any  of  its  Affe&ions. 

r  AIR   IV.     Si  vous  vous  moquex  de  nous. 


When  a  Woman  fallen  Jits, 
And  wants  Breath  to  conquer  Reafoti* 
Always  thefe  affefted  Fits 

Are  in  Seafon  : 
Since  'tis  in  her  Difpojition, 
Make  her  be  her  own  Phyfician. 


Hay,  dear  Madam,  you  fnall  not  go  without  me.  «~  ThOugfe 
I  have  my  particular  Reafons  to  be  out  of  Humour,  I  cannot 
be  deficient  in  Good-manners. 

Art.  I  know  they  would  take  it  mortally  ill  if  they  thought 
your  Complaifance  had  put  yourfelf  under  the  leaft  Re- 
ftraint. 

Acb.  I  can*t  forgive  myfelf  for  my  Behaviour.  — You  muft 
excufe  me,  Madam ;  for  Abfence  in  Convention  is  an  Incivi- 
lity that  I  am  but  too  liable  to. 

Art.  You  know  we  all  rally  you  upon  your  being  in  Love, 
as  thai  is  one  of  its  mofl  infallible  Symptoms, 

Tket. 


A<3T. 


ACHILLES. 


Thet.  I  charge  you,  upon  my  Bleiiing;— -as  you  exped  Fame, 

Giory,  Immortality,  obey  me.  [To  Achilles. 

[Thetis  kiffes  him.    Exeunt  Achilles  and  Artemona. 


SCENE     HI. 

Thetis. 

As  for  his  Face,  his  Air,  his  Figure,  I  am  not  under  the  leaft 
Apprehenfion ;  all  my  Concern  is  from  the  Impetuofity  of  his 

Temper Yet,  after  all,  why  Jkou'd  I  fear  a  Difcovery  * 

for  Women  have  the  fame  Paffions,  though  they  employ  'em 
upon  different  Objt&s. 

A  I  R    V.      A  Minuet. 


j^^rt^pp 


frfArdfaftoctt 


E=EE£3 


^^ 


pW^^vmf^ 


Man's  fl  touchy,  a  Wwd  that's  injurious 

Wakes  his  Honour ;  he'sjudden  as  Fire. 
Woman  kindles,  and  is  no  lefs  furious 
For  her  Trifles,  or  any  Defire. 
Man  is  tefty, 
Or  four,  oYrefty, 
If  bailed  of  Honours,  or  PovSr,  or  Pelf, 
Woman 's  Pajjions  can  no  lefs  molefl  ye, 
And  ail  for  Reafons  Jhe  keeps  to  her  J elf . 

He  is  fudden,  he  is  impatient.    What  then  ?    Are  Women  lefs 
fo?    Ask  ahnoft  all  Servants  what  they  know  of  their  Mif- 

trefTes. He  is  wilful,  tefty,   and  ujitraclable.     Can't 

B  4  Thou*' 


s 


ACHILLES. 


Aft  I. 


Thoufands  of  Husbands  fay  as  much  of  their  Wives?  Then  as 
for  his  Obftinacy —  that  can  never  (hew  him  lefs  a  Woman. 
But  he  hath  not  that  Command  of  his  Tongue  I  cou'd  with 
him  :  He  is  too  vehement,  too  fevere  in  his  Expreflions.  In  this 
Particular,  indeed,  few  Women  take  equal  Liberties  to  one  a- 
nother's  Faces,  but  they  make  ample  Amends  for  it  behind  each 
other's  Backs ;  (o  that,  with  all  thel'e  Infirmities  of  Man,  he  may 
with  the  lead  Conduct  very  well  pafs  for  a  fine-fpirited  Woman. 

This  Reflexion  hath  cufd  my  Anxiety,  and  will  make  me 

believe  him  fecure. 


S    C    E    N    E      IV. 


Thetis,  Lycomedes. 

T'het.  'Tis  with  the  utmoft  Gratitude  that  I  return  your  Ma- 
jefty  Thanks  for  the  Honours  and  hofpitable  Favours  (hewn  to 
me  and  my  Daughter. 

Lycom.  You  wou'd  oblige  me  more,  Madam,  if  your  Af- 
fairs-won'd  allow  you  to  accept  'em  longer. 

T'het.  I  have  prefum'd,  Sir,  to  trefpafs  further  on  your  Ge- 

nerofity,  in  leaving  my  Daughter  under  your  Protection. 1 

hope  Pyrrha's  Behaviour  will  deferve  it. 

AIR  VI.   To  you,  my  Dear,  and  to  no  other. 


Mufl  then,  alas,  the  f on  deft  Mother 
Desert  her  Child*. 

Lycom. Ah,  why  this  Tear* 

She'' 11  in  Theafpe  find  another-, 
In  me  paternal  Love  and  Care. 

Had  you  taken  her  with  you,  my  Daughters  wou'd  have 

been 
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been  miferable  beyond  Expreffion.  Theirs  and  her  Education 
(hall  be  the  fame. 

Thet.  I  beg  you,  Sir,  not  to  regard  my  Gratitude  like  the  com* 
mon  Obligations  of  Princes;  for  neither  Time  nor  Intereft  can 
ever  cancel  h. 

Lycom.  Affairs  of  Confequence  may  require  your  Prefence. 
Importunity  upon  thefe  Occafions  is  troublefome  and  unhofpi- 

table. 1  ask  no  Queftions,  Madam,  becaufe  I  choofe  not 

to  pry  into  Secrets. 

Thet.  I  can  only  thank,  and  rely  upon  yourMajefty's  Good- 

nefs. My  Duty  to  the  Queen,  Sir,  calls  me  hence  to  owa 

my  Obligations,  and  receive  her  Commands. 


SCENE        V. 
Lycomedes,  Diphilus. 

Lye.  The  Princefs  Califta  hath  taken  her  Leave ;  flie  is  bat 
juft  gone  out  of  the  Room. 

Diph.  That  Pyrrha,  Sir,  was  a  mod  delicious  Piece. 

Lycom.  With  all  her  little  vixen  Humours,  to  my  Tafte  fhe 
is  infinitely  agreeable. 

Diph.  Your  parting  with  her,  Sir,  in  this  eafy  manner,  is  a- 
ftonifliing.    One  tpo  fo  exceffively  fond  of  you ! 

Lycom.  Parting  with  her,  Diphilus \ 

Diph.  But  no  Prince  alive  hath  fo  great  a  Command  of  his 
Pafllons. 

Lycom.  Dear  Diphilus,  let  me  underftand  you. 

Diph.  To  my  Knowledge  you  might  have  had  her. 

Lycom.  Can  I  believe  thee  ? 

Diph.  I  really  thought  the  Queen  began  to  be  a  little  uneafy, 
and,  for  the  Quiet  of  the  Family  (fince  (he  is  gone)  I  muft 
own  I  am  heartily  glad  of  it. 


A  IR 


IO 


A  C  H  I  L  L  E  S.  Aft.  I. 

A  I  R  VII.    John  went  fuitiflg  unto  Joan. 


i/ow  ^0«f  Patience  had  been  try9df 

Had  this  haughty  Dame  comply* d  f 
What's  a  Miftrefs  and  a  Wife  ? 

Joy  for  Moments ;  Plague  for  L  ife. 

Lycom,  I  am  not  fo  unhappy,  Diphilxs.  —  Her  Mother  hath 
left  her  to  my  Gate. 

Diph.  Juft  as  I  wifh'd. 

Lycom.  Wou'd  (he  had  taken  her  with  her ! 

Diph.,  It  might  have  been  better.  For  beyond  difpute,  Sir, 
b&th  you  and  the  Queen  wou'd  have  been  eafier. 

Lycom.  Why  did  (he  truft  her  to  me? 

Diph.  There  cou'd  be  but  one  Reafon. 

Lycom.  I  cannot  anfwer  for  rnyfelf. 

Diph.  Twas  upon  that  very  Preemption  you  was  trufted. 

Lycom.  Wou'd  I  could  believe  thee! 

Diph.  'Tis  an  apparent  manifeft  Scheme,  Sir,  and  you 
wou'd  difappoint  both  Mother  and  Daughter  if  your   Maje- 

fty  did  not  betray  your  Truft. You  love  her,  Sir,  you 

fay. 

Lycom.  To  Diftra£lion,  Diphilus. 

Diph.  An<3  was  the  betraying  a  Truft  ever  as  yet  an  Obftacle 
to  that  Paffion  ?  What  wou'd  you  have  a  Mother  do  more 
upon  fuch  an  Oceafion  ?  Ladies  of  her  Rank  cannot  tranfacl: 
an  Affair  of  this  kind,  but  with  fome  Decorum. 

Lycom.  But  you  can  never  fuppofe  Pyrrha  knows  any  thing 
of  the  Matter. 

Diph.  Why  not,  Sir  ? 

Lycom.  From  me  ihc  cannot;  for  I  have  never  as  yet  made 
any  downright  Profeilions. 

Diph.  There  lies  the  true  Caufe  of  her  Thoughtfulnefs ;  'tis 
nothing  but  Anxiety,  for  fear  her  Scheme  ftiou'd  not  take  place; 
for,  no  doubs  her  Mother  hath  inflrudLed  her  not  to  be  too  for- 
ward, to  make  you  more  fo.  —  Believe  me,  Sir,  you  will  have 

no 
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noPifficulties  in  this  Affair,  but  thofe  little  ones  that  every  Wo- 
mfli  knows  how  to  practife  to  quicken  a  Lover. 

Lycom.  Be  it  as  it  will,  Diphilus,  I  mod  have  her. 

Diph.  Had  I  been  acquainted  with  yourPleafurefooner,  your 

Majerty  by  this  time  had  been  tir'd  of  her. How  happy  (hall 

I  make  her,  if  I  may  have  the  Honour  of  your  Maj eft y's  Com- 
mands to  hint  your  Paflion  to  her ! 

Lycot*.  Never  did  Eyes  receives  Paflion  with  fuch Coldnefs, 
fuch  Indifference ! 

AIR  VIII.     Groom's  Complaint. 


Whenever  my  Leaks  have /poke  Defire% 

IfigWd)  Igaz'd  in  vain; 
No  Glance  confers*  d  her  fecret  Fire; 

And  Eyes  the  Heart  explain. 

Diph.  Though  'tis  what  (he  willies,  what  (he  locgs  for,  what 
ftie  fighs  for,  Refpedt  and  Awe  are  a  Reftraint  upon  her  Eyes 
as  well  as  Tongue.  I  have  often  told  you,  Sir,  (he  dares  not 
underftand  you;  (he  dares  not  believe  herfelf  fo  happy. 

Lycom.  This  Ring,  Diphihis I  mull  leave  the  reft  to 

your  Difcretion. 

Diph.  There  may  be  a  manner  in  giving  it  her,  a  little  Hint 

or  fo but  the  Prefent  will  fpeak  for  itfelf;  'cis  the  moft 

fuccefsful  Advocate  of  Love,  and  never  wants  an  Interpre- 
ter. 

Lycom.  Say  every  thing  for  me,  Diphilus ;  for  I  feel  I  cannot 
fpeak  for  myfelf. 

Diph.  Cou'd  I  be  as  fuccefsful  in  all  my  other  Negotiations  | 
Yet  there  may  be  Difficulties,  for,  if  I  miftake  not,  the  Lady 
hath  fomething  of  the  Coquette  about  her ;  and  What  Self. 
Denial  will  Hot  thofe  Creatures  fuffer  to  give  a  L«m  Asuo««. 
ty! 


A  I  R 


xt 
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A  I R  IX.    O'er  Bogie. 


Aftl. 


wm  \  llL 


airt^T^ 
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p 
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^^^P 


Obferve  the  wanton  Kitten's  Play7 

Whenever  a  Moufe  appears ; 
Tou  there  the  true  Coquette  furvey 

In  all  her  flirting  Airs  : 
Now  pawing^ 
Now  clawing^ 
Now  in  fond  Embrace, 

Till  'midfl  her  Freaks, 

He  from  her  breaks. 
Steals  off,  and  bilks  the  Chafe. 

Lycom.  Dear  Diphilus,  what  do  you  mean  ?  I  never  faw  a 
Woman  Co  little  of  that  Chara&er. 

Diph.  Pardon  me,  Sir;  your  Situation  is  fuch  that  you  can 
never  fee  what  Mankind  really  are.  In  your  Prefence  every 
one  is  a&ing  a  Part ;  no  one  is  himfelf,  and  was  it  not  for  the 
Eyes  and  Tongues  of  your  faithful  Servants  how  little  wou'd 
your  Subjects  bs  known  to  you!    Though  (he  is  fo  prim  and 

referv'd 
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referv'd  before  you,  fhe  is  never  at  a  Lofs  for  Airs  to  draw  all 
the  young  flirting  Lords  of  the  Court  about  her. 

Lycom.  Beauty  mud  always  have  its  Followers. 

Diph.  If  I  miftake  not,  General  Ajax  too  (who  is  fent  to  fo- 
licit  your  Quota  for  the  Trojan  War)  hath  another  Solicitation 
more  at  heart. But  fuppofe  fhe  had  ten  thoufand  Lov- 
ers ;  a  Woman's  prevalent  Paffion  is  Ambition,  which  muft  an- 
swer your  Ends. The  Queen  is  coming  this  way,  and  her 

Commands  may  detain  me.  —  I  go,  Sir,  to  make  Pyrrba  the 
happieft  Creature  upon  Earth. 


SCENE        VI. 

Lycomedes,  Theafpe. 

Theaf.  I  think  the  Princefs  Califta  might  as  well  have  taken 

her  Daughter  with  her. That  Girl  is  fo  intolerably  forward, 

that  I  cannot  imagine  fuch  Conversation  can  pofiibly  be  of  any 
great  Advantage  to  your  Daughter's  Education. 

Lycom.  You  feem  of  late  to  have  taken  an  Averfion  to  the 
Girl.  She  hath  Spirit  and  Vivacity,  but  not  more  than  is  be- 
coming the  Sex ;  and  I  never  faw  any  thing  in  her  Behaviour 
but  what  was  extremely  modeft. 

Theaf.  For  Heaven's  fake,  Sir,  allow  me  to  believe  my  own 
Eyes.  Her  Forwardnefs  muft  give  the  Fellows  fome  Encou- 
ragement, or  there  wou'd  not  be  that  intolerable  Flutter  about 

her. But  perhaps  fhe  hath  fome  Reafons  to  be  more  upon 

her  Guard  before  you. 

Lycom.  How  can  you  be  fo  unreafonably  cenforious? 

Theaf.  I  can  fee  her  Faults,  Sir.  I  fee  her  as  a  Woman  fees 
a  Woman.  The  Men,  it  feems,  think  the  aukward  Creature 
handfome. 


AIR 


«4 
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AIRX,    Dutch  Skipper.    Firft  Part. 
44-d, „Qi'^ 


Aai. 


Lycom.  When  a  Woman*:  cenforious, 

And  attacks  the  meritorious ; 
In  the  Scandal  foe  (hews  her  own  malicious  Thought. 
If  real  Guilt  jhe  blames^ 
"Then  Pride  her  Heart  inflames  ; 
And  jhe  fanfies  foe's  better  for  another's  Fault. 
Thus  feeling  to  difclofe 
The  Slips  of  Friends  and  Foes, 
By  her  Envy  Jhe  does  herfelf  alone  escpofe. 

Nay,  dear  Child,  your  attacking  her  in  this  peevifli  way  can 
be  nothing  but  downright  Antipathy. 

Theaf.  Nay,  dear  Sir,  your  defending  her  in  this  feeling 
manna-  can  be  nothing  but  downright  Partiality. 

Lyctm.  I  own  my  felf  partial  to  Diftrefs,  and  I  fee  her  In 
thar  Circumstance. 

Theaf.  But  there  are  other  Reafons  that  may  make  a  Man 
partial. 


AIR 
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A  I  R  XI.    Dutch  Skipper.    Second  Part, 


H 


^EMlfiitltft^E^^ 


m^mm^mm^ 


ff^f^ 


W^^#^^^ 


jgffTf  I'lrutr: 


As  you,  Sir,  are  my  Husband,  no  doubt  you're  prone 
To  turn  each  new  Face 
To  a  Wife's  Dtfigrace ; 
And  for  no  other  Caufe  but  that  foe's  your  own ; 

Nay,  Sir,  'tis  an  evident  Cafe. 
'Tis  ftrange  that  all  Husbands  JJoould  prove  fio  blind, 
That  a  Wife's  real  Merits  they  ne'er  can  find, 
Tho'  they  fir  ike  all  the  refi  of  Mankind. 

Lycom.  How  can  you  be  fo  ridiculous  ?  By  thefe  Airs,  Ma- 
dam, you  would  have  me  believe  you  are  jealous. 

Thefi.  Whence  had  you  this  contemptible  Opinion  of  me? 
Jealous  !  If  I  was  fo  I  have  a  Spirit  above  owning  it.  I  wouM 
never  heighten  your  Pleafureby  letting  you  have  the  Satisfac- 
tion of  knowing  I  was  uneafy. 

Lycom.  Let  me  beg  you,  my  Dear,  to  keep  your  Temper. 

Theafi  Since  I  have  been  fo  unguarded  as  to  own  it;  give  me 
leave  to  tell  you,  Sir,  that  was'l  of  a  lower  Rank  it  wou'd 
keep  you  in  fome  Awe,  becaufe'  you  wou'd  then  know  I  cou'd 
take  my  Revenge, 

Lycom.  You  forget  your  Duty,  Child. 

Theafi  There  is  a  Duty  too  due  from  a  Husband. 

Lycom.  How  can  you  give  way  to  thefe  Paffions? 

Theafi.  Becaufe  you  give  way  to  yours. 

Lycom.  But  to  be  fo  unreafonably  jealous ! 

Theafi.  Unreafonably  !     WouM  it  were  fo ! 

AIR 


i<3 
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Aai 


AIR  XII.    Black  Joke. 
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pfsgafea 


ffa^jrjtt^tjfed^ 


Lycom.   T/&^»  ;##/?  /  £**r  eternal  Strife, 

Both  Night  and  Day  put  in  mind  of  a  Wife, 
By  her  Fonts,  Spleen,  and  pajfion&te  Air  si 
Theaf.     Dyye  think  Fit  bear  eternal  Slight, 

And  not  complain  when  Pm  robbed  of  my  Right'1. 
Call  you  this,  Sir,  but  whtmfical  Fears7. 
Lycom.    Can  nought  then  ftill  this  raging  Storm  ? 
Theaf.     Yes.  What  you  promised  if  you  won* d perform. 


Lycom. 
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Lycom.  Pr'ythee  teaze  me  no  more. 

Theaf.  /  can  never  give  o'er, 

Till  I  find  you  as  fond  and  as  kind  as  before. 
Lycom.  Will  you  ne'er  ask 

A pojfible  Task* 

Wou'd  you  have  me  fo  unhofpitable  as  to  deny  her  my  Pro* 
tec~tion  > 

Theaf.  'Tis  nor,  Sir,  that  I  prefume  to  controul  you  in  your 

Pleafures Yet  you  might,  methinks,  have  fliew'd  that  Ten- 

dernefs  for  me  to  have  acted  with  a  little  more  Referve.  Wo- 
men are  not  fo  blind  as  Husbands  imagine. Were  there  no 

other  Circumftances,  —  your  Coolnefs  to  me,  your  Indifference. 

—  How  Idefpifemy  felf  for  this  Confeflion! Pardon  me, 

Sir,  Love  made  me  thus  indifcreet. 

A I  R  XIII.    Ye  Shepherds  and  Nymphs. 


wffffirfa 


(fifrfyTfiffPft^jp 


Theafpe  weeping.       • 

0  Love,  plead  my  Pardon,  nor  plead  it  in  vain  ; 
'Twas  you  that  was  jealous,  'twas  you  was  in  Pain; 
Tet  why  jhould you  fpeak  ?    To  what  Purpofe  or  End2. 

1  mufi  he  unhappy  if  Love  can  offend. 

Yet  was  ever  a  Defign  of  this  kind  fo  manifeft,  fo  bar^fac'd 


AIR 
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A  I  R  XIV.    The  Goddefles. 


Aai. 
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Theafpe  angry. 

To  what  a  Pitch  is  Man  profufe, 

And  all  for  oftentatious  Pride! 

Ev'n  Mtjfes  are  not  kept  for  Ufe, 

But  for  mere  Shoiu,  and  nought  befide. 
For  might  a  Wife  fpeak  out, 
She  cou'd  prove  beyond  all  doubt, 
With  more  than  enough  he  was  fupptyd. 

The  Princefs  Califta  hath  ftiewn  an  uncommon  Confidence 
in  your  Majefty.  The  Woman,  no  doubt,  depends  upon  it, 
that  her  Daughter's  Charms  are  not  to  be  refitted. 

Lycom.  Nay,  dear  Child,  don't  be  fcandalous. 
* 

AIR  XV.    Joan's  Placket. 


1ti%mU4}mmmm 


jL-L_LL_l|f>ilCl..o         \°i       5    "l^       ".'        I  IT"? 


^a^s^atea^j 


Reputations  hacked  and  hew*d, 
Can  never  be  mended  again; 

Tet  nothing  flints  the  tattling  Prude, 
Who  joys  in  another's  Pain. 


7hus 
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Thus  while Jhe  rends 
Both  Foes  and  Friends, 
By  both  foe's  torn  in  twain. 
Reputations  hack'd  and  hevfd, 
Can  never  be  mended  again. 

Theaf.  You  are  in  fo  particular  a  manner  oblig'd  to  her,  that 
1  am  not  furpris'd  at  your  taking  her  Part. 

Lycom.  But,  dear  Madam,  why  at  prefent  is  all  this  violent 
Flutter? 

Theaf,  Ask  your  own  Heart,  ask  your  own  Conduct.  Thofg 

can  belt  inform  you. •  Twou'd  have  been  more  obliging  if 

'  Pyrrha  and  yon  had  kept  me  out  of  this  impudent  Secret.  — . 
You  know,  Sir,  I  have  Reafon. 

Lycom.  If  one  Woman's  Virtue  depended  upon  another's 
Sufpicions,  where  fhou'd  we  find  a  Woman  of  common  Mo- 
defty!  Indeed,  ChiM,  1  think  you  injure  her;  I  believe  her 
virtuous. 

Theaf.  When  a  Man  hath  ruin'd  a  Woman,  he  thinks  him- 
felf  oblig'd  irkHonour  to  ftand  up  for  her  Reputation. 

Lycom.  If  you  will  believe  only  your  own  unaccountable 
Sufpicions,  and  are  determin'd  not  to  hear  Reafon,  I  muft  leave 

you  to  your  perverfe  Humours. What  wou'd  you  have  me 

fay  ?    What  wou'd  you  have  me  do  ? 

Theaf  Shew  your  Hofpitality  (as  you  call  it)  to  me,  and  put 
that  Creature  out  of  the  Palace. 

Lycom.  I  have  a  greater  Regard  to  yours  and  my  own  Quiet, 
than  ever  to  comply  with  the  extravagant  Paffions  of  a  jealous 
Woman. 

Theaf.  You  have  taken  then  your  Refolutions,  I  find  ;  and  I 

am  fentenc'd  to  Negledt. Did  ever  a  Woman  marry  but 

with  the  Probability  of  having  at  leaf!  one  Man  in  her  Power  ? 
What  a  wretched  Wife  am  I !  [Weeps* 

Lycom.  Jealoufy  from  a  Wife,  even  to  a  Man  of  Quality,  is 
now  look'd  upon  as  Ill-manners,  though  the  Affair  be  never  fo 
publick.  —  But  without  a  Caufe! — -I  beg  you,  Madam,  to 
fay  no  more  upon  this  Subject. 

Theaf.  Though  you,  Sir,  may  think  her  fit  Company  for 
you ;  methinks  the  very  fame  Reafons  might  tell  you  that 
fhe  is  not  fo  very  reputable  a  Companion  for  your  Daugh- 
ters. 

Lycom.  Since  a  pafiionate  Woman  will  only  Relieve  herfelf, 
I  mult  ieave  you,  Madam,  to  enjoy  your  Obftinacy.  I  know 
but  that  way  of  putting  an  end  to  the  Difpute, 

Ca  AIR 


2Q  ACHILLES.  AflJ, 

A  I  R  XVI.    We've  cheated  the  Parfon,  &r>. 


Though  Woman's  glib  Tongue ',  zi/to  ^r  PaJJions  are  fir* d, 
Eternally  go,  a  Man's  Ear  can  be  tir'd. 
Since  Woman  will  have  both  her  Word  and  her  Way, 
I  yield  to  your  Tongue ;  but  my  Reafon  obey. 

I  obey, 

Nothing  fay, 
Since  Woman  will  have  both  her  Word  and  her  Way, 


SCENE     VII. 

Theafpe. 

Theaf  Wou'd  I  had  been  more  upon  the  Referve !  But  Hus- 
bands are  horridly  provoking  ;  they  know  the  Frailty  ©f  the 
Sex,  and  never  fail  to  take  the  Advantage  of  our  Paffions  to 
make  us  ex  pole  our  felves  by  Contradiction.  —  Artemona. 


SCENE        VIII. 

Theafpe,  Artemona. 

Art.  Madam. 

Theaf  Is  that  Creature,  that  (what  do  you  call   her)  that 
Princefs  gone? 

An.  Yes,  Madam. 

Theaf  Why  did  not  ihe  take  that  awkward  Thing,  her 
Daughter,  with  her? 

Art. 
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Art.  The  Advantages  (he  mighr  receive  in  her  Education, 
might  be  an  Inducement  to  leave  her. 

Theaf.  Might  that  be  an  Inducement? 

Art.  BefrJes,  in  her  prefent  Cifcumftaflce,  it  might  be  in- 
convenient, to.  fake  her  Daughter  with  her. 

Theaf.  Can't  you  find  out  any  other  ReaTon  for  leaving 
her? 

Art.- Yokr  GoaffeTj^  Madam;  youf  Hofpuality. 

Thetfljio  6ther\  Reafon! 

Art. No  other  Reafon? 

TheflfJitforfd "I  cou'd  believe  there  was  no  other!  . 

Art.  Vfis  nor  fax  tr®  to  pry.  into  ycror  M^jefty's  Secrets. 

TheJfi  I  hire  a  Girl  that  is  fb  intolerably  forward. 

Art.  I  never  obferv'd  any  thing  but  thofe  little  Liberties  that 
Girls  of  her  Age  will  take,  when  they  are  araongjtoemfelves. 
—  Perhaps  thole  particular  Diftin&ions  the  PrincefTes  (hew  her, 
may  hare  made  her  too  familiar. lam  not,  Madam,  ah  Ad- 
vocate for  her  Behaviour. 

Theaf.  A  Lookfo  very  audacious!    Now  the  filthy  Men, 
who  love  every  thing  that  is  impudent,  call  that  Spirit. 
But  thtere  are,-  Ariemona,  fome  particular  Diilin&fons  from  a 
certain  Perfon,  who  of  late  hath  been  very  particular  to  me, 
that  mighjt  indeed  make  her  too  familiar. 

Arts  Heaven  forbid ! 

Theaf.  How  precarious  h  iht  Bappinefs  of  a  Wife,  when  it 

is  in  the  Power  of  every  new  Face  to  dellroy  it ! Now, 

dear  Artemona,  tell  me  fincerely,  don't  you,^  from  what 
you  yourfelf  have  obferved,  think  1  have  Reafon  to  be  un« 
eafy  ? 

Art.  That  I  have  obferv'd! 

Theaf  Dear  Artemona,  don't  frighten  thyfelf. I  am  not 

accufing  you  but  talking  to  you  as  a  Friend. 
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Art.  0  guard  your  Hours  from  Care, 

Of  Jeafoujy  beware ; 

Forjhe  with  fancy*  d  Sprites  % 

Her f elf  torments  and  frights. 
Thus  foe  frets,  #nd  pines ',  and  grieves, 
Raifing  Fears  thatjhe  believes. 

Theaf.  I  hatemyfelf  too  for  having  fo  much  Condefcenfion 
*md  Humility  as  to  be  jealous.  'Tis  flattering  the  Man  that 
ufes  one  ill;  and  'tis  wanting  the  natural  Pride  that  belongs  to 
the  Sex.  What  a  wretched,  mean,  contemptible  Figure  is  a 
jealous  Woman!     How  have  I  expos'd  myfelf! 

Art.  Your  Majefly  is  fafe  in  the  Confidence  repos'd  in  me. 

Theaf.  That  is  not  the  Cafe,  Artemona.  Lycomedes  knows 
I  am  unhappy.  I  have  own'd  it,  and  was  fo  unguarded  as  to 
accufe  him. 

rfrt.  Upon  mere  Sufpicion  only? 

Thaf 
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T'beaf.  Beyond  Difpute  he  loves  her.  I  know  it,  Artemona; 
and  can  one  imagine  that  Girl  hath  Virtue  enough  to  withstand 
fuch  a  Propofal  ? 

A  I  R  XVIII.     Moll  Peatly. 
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All  Hearts  are  a  little  frail 

When  Temptation  is  rightly  apply' d. 
What  can  Shame  or  Fear  avail 

When  we  footh  both  Ambition  and  Pride  ? 
All  Women  have  Power  in  view ; 
Then  there's  Pleafure  to  tempt  her  too. 
Such  a  fure  Attack  there's  no  defying. 
No  denying ; 
Since  complying 
Gives  her  another's  Due. 

*-I  can't  indeed  (if  you  mean  that)  pofitively  affirm  that  he  hath 
yet  had  her. 

Art.  Then  it  may  be  ftill  only  Sufpiciou. 

Theaf.  1  have  trufled  too  my  Daughter  Deidamia  with  my 
Weaknefs;  that  (he,  by  her  Intimacies  and  Friendship  with 
Pyrrba,  may  get  into  her  Secrets.  In  fliorr,  I  have  piae'd  her 
as  my  Spy  about  her.  —  That  Girl  (out  of  Good-nature,  and 
to  prevent  Family-difputes)  may  deceive  me.  She  infifts  upon 
it  that  I  have  nothing  to  fear  from  Pyrrba;  and  is  fo  poiitive  in 
this  Opinion,  that  fhe  offers  to  be  anfwerabfe  for  her  Con- 
duel. 

Art.  Why  then,  Madam,  will  you  ftill  believe  your  own 
Jealoufies  ? 

C  4  Thcaf 


ACHILLES. 


Aai. 


Theaf  All  t  fay  is,  that  Deidswia  may  deceive  me;  for 
whatever  is  in  the  Affair,  'tis  impoflible  but  (he  muft  know 
it;  I  have  order'd  it  fo  that  fhe  is  fcarce  ever  from  her; 
they  have  one  and  the  fame  Bed-Chamber;  yet  fuch  is  my 
Diftemper,  that  I  fufpe<3  every  Body,  and  can  only  believe 
my  own  Imaginations.  —  There  muft  be  fome  Reafon  that 
Deidawia  hath  not  been  with  me  this  Morning.  ~  I  am  im- 
patient to  fee  her. 

A  I  R  XtX.    John  Anderfon  my  Jo. 
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Let  Jealoafy  no  longer 

A  fruitlefs  Search  purfue  ; 
Ton  make  his  Flame  the  Stronger*, 

And  wake  Refentment  too. 
This  f elf -tor  men  ting  Care  give  o'er ; 

For  til y oh  can  obtain 
Is,  what  was  only  Doubt  before, 

To  change  for  real  Pain. 


The  End  of  the  Firft  A&. 
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Diphilus,  Achilles. 

Am  very  fenfible,  my  Lord*  of  the  particular  Horiours 
that  are  (hewn  me. 
Diph.  Honours,  Madam!    Lycomedes  is  flill  more 
particular.    How  happy  muft  that  Woman  be  whom  he  re- 
ipeds ! 
Ach.  What  do  you  mean,  my  Lord  ? 
Diph.  Let  this  fpeak  both  for  him  and  me :  The  Prefent  is 
worthy  him  to  give,  and  you  to  receive. 
Acb.  I  have  too  many  Obligations  already. 
Diph.  *Tis  in  your  Power,  Madam,  to  return  'em  all. 
Ach.  Thus  I  return  'em.    And,  if  you  dare  be  honeft,  tell 
him  this  Ring  had  been  a  more  honourable  Prefent  to  Theafpe. 

AIR  XX.     Abroad  as  I  was  walking. 
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[Offering  the  Ring  a  fecond  time.] 
Diph.  Such  Homage  to  her  Beauty ', 
What  Coy  fiefs  can  rejeSt  ? 

Accept,  as  'tis  your  Duty, 
the  Tribute  with  Refpefi. 


What 
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What  more  can  Beauty  gain  thee  ? 

With  Love  1  offer  Power. 
What  Shame  can  ever  flain  thee% 

Re  fir  am  thee, 

Or  pain  thee, 
When  blefl  with  fetch  a  Dower  ? 

Diph.  'Tis  but  an  Earneft,  Madam,  of  future  Favours. — 
When  Lycomedes  his  Power  is  yours,  I  intreat  your  Highnefs 
not  to  forget  your  Servant* 

Ach.  I  mall  remember  thee  with  Contempt  and  Abhorrence. 

Diph.  I  beg  you,  Madam,  to  conGder  your  prefent  Situa- 
tion.—This  uncommon  Diftin&ion  requires  a  fofrer  Anfwer. 

Ach.  I  (hall  give  no  other,  my  Lord.—  I  dare  fay,  Diphilut, 
you  think  yourfelf  highly  honour'd  by  your  prefent  Negotia- 
tion.—  Is  there  no  Office  too  mean  for  Ambition  ?—  Was  you 
not  a  Man  of  Quality,  was  you  not  a  Favourite,  the  World, 
my  Lord,  wou'd  call  you  a  Pimp,  a  Pandar,  a  Bawd,  for  this 
very  honourable  Propofal  of  yours. 

Diph.WHt  an  unmerciful  Weapon  is  a  Woman's  Tongue!--- 
I  beg  your  Highnefs  to  confine  yourfelf  within  the  Bounds  of 
common  Civility,  and  to  coufider  who  I  am. 

Ach.  I  do  confider  if,  Diphilus,  and  that  makes  thee  a  thou- 
fand  times  the  more  contemptible. 

A  I  R    XXI.    Butter'd  Peafe. 
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Should  the  Beaji  of  the  noblefl  Race 
A  Si  the  Brute  of  the  toweft  Clafs; 

Tell  me,  which  do  you  think  more  bafe, 
Or  the  Lion  or  the  Afs  ? 


Boafi 


Aft  II.         ACHILLES.  *7 

Boaft  not  then  of  thy  Rank  or  State ; 

That  but  pews  thee  the  meaner  Slave. 
Take  thy  due  then  of  Scorn  and  Hate, 

As  thou'rt  but  the  greater  Knave. 

Diph.  Though  the  Sex  have  the  Privilege  of  unlimited  £x- 
preflion,  and  that  a  Woman's  Words  are  not  to  be  refented ; 
yet  a  Lady,  Madam,  may  be  ill-bred.  Ladies  too  are  generally 
paffionate  enough  without  a  Provocation,  fo  that  a  Reply  at 
prefent  would  be  unneceflary. 

A<h,  Are  fuch  the  Friends  of  Power?—  How  unhappy  are 
Princes  to  have  their  Paffions  fo  very  readily  put  in  Execution, 
that  they  feidom  know  the  Benefit  of  Reflexion !  Go,  and  for 
once  make  your  Report  faithfully  and  without  Flattery. 


SCENE     II. 

Diphilus. 

Diph.  This  Girl  is  fo  exceflively  ill-bred,  and  fuch  an  ar- 
rant Termagant,  that  I  cou'd  as  foon  fall  in  love  with  a  Tigrefs. 
She  hath  a  handfom  Face,  'tis  true,  but  in  her  Temper  (he  is 
a  very  Fury.—  But  Lycomedes  likes  her;  and  'tis  not  for  me  to 
difpute  either  his  Tafte  or  Pleafure.—  Notwithftanding  (he  is 
fuch  a  Spit- lire,  'tis  my  Opinion  the  thing  may  dill  do:  Things 
of  this  Nature  fliou'd  be  always  tranfa&ed  in  Perfon,  for  there 
are  Women  fo  ridiculously  half-modeft,  that  ttoey  are  afham'd 
In  Words  to  confent  to  what  (when  a  Man  comes  to  the 
PoinrJ  they  will  make  no  Difficulties  to  comply  with. 


SCENE    III. 

Lycomedes,  Diphilus, 

Lycom.  Well,  Diphilus,  in  what  manner  did  (he  receive  my 
Prelent? 

Diph.  'Tis  my  Opinion,  Sir,  that  (he  will  accept  it  only 
from  your  Hands.    From  me  (he  abfolutely  refufes  it. 
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Lycom.   What,  muft  I  remain  in  Anguijh  ? 

And  did  not  her  Eyes  confent  ? 
No  Sigh,  not  a  Blujh,  nor  Languijh 

'that  promised  a  kind  Event  I 
It  muft  be  all  Affectation, 

the  Tongue  hath  her  Heart  bely'J; 
That  oft  hath  withftood  Temptation, 

When  ev'ry  thing  elfe  comply*  d. 

Lycom.  How  did  fhe  receive  you?  Did  you  watch  her  Eyesc 
What  was  her  Behaviour  when  you  firfl  told  her  I  lov'd  her? 

Diph.  She  feem'd  to  be  defperately  difappointed  that  you  had 
not  told  her  fo  your  felf. 

Lycom.  But  when  you  prefs'd  it  to  her 

piph.  She  had  all  the  Refentment  and  Fury  of  the  moft  com- 
plying Prude. 

Lycom.  But  did  not  (he  foften  upon  Confideration  ? 

Diph.  She  feem'd  to  take  it  mortally  ill  of  me,  that  mj 
meddling  in  the  Affair  had  delay'd  your  Majefty's  Application, 

Lycom.  What  no  favourable  Circumftance ! 

Diph.  Nay,  I  was  not  in  the  leaft  fur pris'd  at  her  Behaviour, 
Love  at  fecond-hand  to  a  Lady  of  her  warm  Gonftitution  !  It  wa< 
a  Difappointment,  Sir;  and  (he  cou'd  not  but  treat  it  accord- 
ingly.— Whatever  was  my  Opinion,  'twas  my  Duty,  Sir,  tc 
obey  you,  but  I  found  juft  the  Reception  1  expeded.  Applj 
to  her  your  felf,  Sir ;  anfwer  her  Withes,  and  (if  I  know  an] 
thing  of  Woman)  (he  will  then  anfwer  yours,  and  behave  her 
felf  as  (he  ought. 

Lycom,  But,  dear  Diphilus,  I  grow  more  and  more  imp* 

licnt*  r>-   i 
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Dipb.  That  too  by  this  time  is  her  Cafe—  To  fave  the  Ap- 
pearances of  Virtue,  the  moft  eafy  Woman  expeQs  a  little 
gentle  Compulfion,  and  to  be  allow'd  the  Decency  of  a  little 
feeble  Refiftance.  For  the  Quiet  of  her  own  Confcience  a 
Woman  may  infift  upon  acting  the  Part  of  Modefty,  and  you 
muft  comply  with  her  Scruples.—  You  will  hare  no  more  trou- 
ble but  what  will  heighten  the  Pleafure. 

Lycom.  Pynha!—  This  is  beyond  my  Hopes.—  Diphilus, 
lay  your  Hand  upon  my  Breaft.    Feel  how  my  Heart  flutters. 

Dipb.  Did  Pyrrba  feel  thefe  Aflurances  of  Love  (he  wou'd 
not  appear  fo  thoughtful.  ~ 

Lycom.  Deidamia  too  not  with  her ! 

Dipb.  She  is  with  the  Queen,  Sir. 

Lycom.  My  other  Daughters,  who  feem  lefs  fond  of  her,  are 
in  the  Garden;  fo  all's  fafe. —  Leave  me,  Dipbilus,  and  let 
none,  upon  Pain  of  my  Difpleafure,  pre  fume  to  intrude. 


SCENE    IV. 

Lycomedcs,    Achilles. 

Lycom.  Lady  Pyrrba,  my  dear  Child,  whyfo  thoughtful? 

Acb.  Thoughts  may  not  be  fo  refpefiful ;  they  may  be  too 
familiar,  too  friendly,  too  true:  And  who  about  you  prefumes 
to  communicate  'em?  Words  and  Forms  only  are  for  your 
Ear,  Sir. 

Lycom.  You  know,  Pyrrba,  you  was  never  receiv'd  upon 
the  Foot  of  Ceremony,  but  Friendlhip;  fo  that  it  wou'd  be  more 
refpe&ful  if  you  was  lefs  fhy  and  lefs  referv'd. —  'Tis  your  Be- 
haviour, Pyrrba,  that  keeps  me  at  a  Diftance. 

Acb.  If  I  was  wanting,  Sir,  either  in  Duty  to  you  or  my  felf, 
my  own  Heart  wou'd  be  the  firft  to  reproach  me.—  Your  Ma- 
jefty's  Generofity  is  too  folicirous  upon  my  Account ;  and  your 
Courtely  and  Affability  may  even  now  detain  you  from  Affairs 
of  Importance.—  If  you  have  no  Commands,  Sir,  the  Princefles 
expect  me  in  the  Garden. 

Lycom.  Nay,  positively,  my  dear  Pyrrba,  you  (hall  not  go. 

•  Acb.  But  why,  Sir? —  For  Heaven's  Sake,  what  hath  fee 
you  a  trembling  f—  I  fear,  Sir,  you  are  out  of  Order. —  Who 
waits  there? 

Lycom.  I  did  not  call,.  Pyrrba. 

Acb.  Let  me  then,  Sir,  know  your  Commands— 

A  IR 
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Lyconi.   If  my  Pajfion  want  explaining, 

"This  way  turn  and  read  my  Eyes} 
Thefe  will  tell  thee,  without  feigning, 
What  in  Words  I  muft  difguife. 

Ach.  Why  do  you  fix  your  Eyes  fo  intenfely  upon  me  ?—  Speak 

your  Pleafure,  fpeak  to  me  then. Why  am  I  fefy'd  ?— - 

Spare  me,  Sir,  for  I  have  a  Temper  that  can't  bear  Provocation. 

Lycom.  I  know  there  are  a  thoufand  necclTary  Affectations 
of  Modefty,  which  Women,  in  Decency  to  themfelves,  pra&ife 
with  common  Lovers  before  Compliance. —  But  my  Paffion, 
Pyrrha,  deferves  fome  Diftindtion. 

Ach.  i  beg  you  then,  Sir,  don't  lay  violent  Hands  upon  me. 

Lycom.  The  Prefent  you  refus'd  from  Diphilus  accept  from 
me. 

Ach.  Why  will  you  perfift?—  Nay,  dear  Sir,  I  can't  anfwer 
for  my  Paffions. 

Lycom.  'Tis  not  Diphilus,  but  I  give  it  you. 

Ach.  That  Diphilus,  Sir,  is  your  Enemy. 

Lycom.  'Tis  I  that  offer  it. 

Ach'.  Your  very  word  Enemy,  your  Flatterer. 

Lycom.  You  (hou'd  drive,  Child,  to  conquer  thefe  extrava- 
gant Paffions. 

Ach.  How  I  defpife  that  Fellow  '  that  Pimp,  that  Pandar! 
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How  unhappy  are  the  Great, 

Thus  begirt  with  fervile  Slaves! 
Such  with  Praife  your  Reafon  cheat. 

Flatterers  are  the  me  an  eft  Knaves. 
'They,  in  Friendship's  Guife  accoftyou; 

Falfe  in  all  they  [ay  or  do. 
When  thefe  Wretches  have  ingrofs'd  you, 

Who's  the  Slave,  Sir,  they  or  you7. 

Lycom.  Is  this  reproachful  Language,  Pyrrha,  •befitting  my 
Prefence  ? 

Ach.  Nay,  dear  Sir,  tfon't  worry  me.  By  Jove,  you'll  pro- 
voke me. 

Lycom.  Your  Affectation,  Pyrrha,  is  intolerable.  There's 
enough  of  it. — Thofe  Looks  of  Averfion  are  infupportable.— 
I  will  have  no  ftruggling. 

Ach.  Then,  Sir,  I  mult  have  no  Violence. 

A  I  R    XXV.    As  I  walk'd  along  Fleetftreet. 
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Lycom.   When  the  Fort  on  no  Condition 
Will  admit  the  generous  Foe, 
Parley  but  delays  SubmiJJion ; 
We  by  Storm  Ihotfd  lay  it  low. 


Lycom. 
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Lycom.  I  am  in  earned,  Lady.-—-  I  will  haye  no  trifling,  no 
coquetting;  you  may  fpare  thole  little  Arts  of  Women,  for  my 
Paflion  is  warm  and  vehement  enough  withojut  'em.—  Do  you 
know,  fyrrba,  that  Obedience  is  your  Duty? 

Ach.  1  know  my  Duty,  Sir ;  and,  had  it  not  been  for  that 
Sycophant  Diphilus,  perhaps  you  had  known  yours. 

Lycom.  I  am  not,  Lady,  to  be  aw'd  and  frighten'd  by  ftern 

Looks  and  Frowns. Since  your  obftinate  Behaviour  then 

makes  Violence  neceflary ■ 

Ach.  You  make  Self-prefervation,  Sir,  as  neceflary. 

Lycom*  I  won't  be  refus'd. 

A  I  R   XXVI.    The  Lady's  New-Yearvs  Gift. 


Lycom.  Why  fuch  Affectation  ? 

Ach.  Why  this  Provocation  ? 

Lycom.  Mufi  I  bear  Refiftanceftill! 

Ach.  Check  your  Inclination. 

Lycom.  Dare  you  then  deny  me  ? 

Ach.  Tou  too  far  may  try  me. 

Lycom.  Muft  I  then  againft  your  WtlH 

Ach.  Force  Jhall  never  ply  me. 

Lycom.  Never  was  fuch  a  Termagant! 

Ach.  By  Jove,  never  was  fuch  an  Infult! 

Lycom.  Will  you? Dare  you? Never  was  fuch 

tfCng  [Achilles  fujhes  him  from  him  with  great  Violence  and 

throws  Vim  down. 
Ach.  Defift  then. 
Lycom.  Audacious  Fury,  know  you  what  you  have  done?- 
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[Achilles  holding  Lycomedes  down] 
i     Ach.  What  Heart  hath  not  Courage,  by  Force  ajfail Vj 
To  brave  the  mofl  defperate  Fight  ? 
9Trs  Jufttce  and  Virtue  that  hath  prevailed; 
Power  mufl  yield  to  Right. 

Lycfftf.  Am  If.)  ignominioufly  to  be  got  the  better  of! 

Ach.  You  are. 

Lycom.  By  a  Woman! 

Ach.  You  now,  Sir,  find  you  had  a&ed  a  greater  Part,  if  (in 
Spite  of  your  Flatterers)  you  had  got  the  better  of  your  own 
Paftions. 


SCENE    V. 

Lycomedes,  Achilles,  Diphilus,  Courtiers. 

i  Court.  An  Attempt  upon  the  King's  Life!—  The  Guards? 
Where  are  the  Guards? 

2  Court.  Such  an  open,  bare-facM  AfTafli nation ! 

[They  feize  Achilles,  and  raife Lycomedes. 

3  Court.  And  by  a  Woman  too! 

1  Court.  Where  are  your  Wounds,  #ir. 

2  Court.  Take  the  Dagger  from  her/  that  (he  do  no  farther 
Mifchief.  p 

3  Court.  The  Dagger!  Where?  What  Dagger? 

i  Court.  You  will  find  it  iome  where  or  ofcher  concealed; 
examine  her,  fearch  her. 

Ach.  Save  your  Zeal,  Sirs,  for  times  of  real  Danger,  Let 
Lycomedes  accufe  me. —  He  knows  my  Offence* 
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Lycom,  How  have  I  expos'd  my  felf ! Diphilus,  bid  thefe 

over-officious  Friends  leave  me,  and,  as  they  value  my  Favour, 

that  they  fay  nothing  of  what  they  have  feen. [Diphilus 

talks  apart  with  the  Courtiers,  who  go  out,']  Though  the  Infult 
from  any  other  Perfon  had  been  unpardonable;  there  are  ways 
that  you,  Madam,  might  ftill  take  to  reconcile  me. 

Ach.  Self-defence,  Sir,  is  the  Privilege  of  Mankind.  I  know 
your  Power,  but  as  1  have  offended  no  Law  I  rely  upon  your 
Juftice.  r 

Lycom.  'Twou'd  be  fafer,  Madam,  to  rely  on  your  own 
future  Behaviour. 

Ach.  Who  was  the  Aggrefibr,  Sir? 

Lycom.  Beauty,  Inclination,  Love.  If  you  will  merit  Fa- 
vour you  know  the  Conditions. 

A  I  R  XXVIII.    Old  King  Cole. 


No  more  be  coy; 
Give  a  Loofe  to  Joy, 
And  let  Love  for  thy  Pardon  fite. 

A  Glance  cou'd  all  my  Rage  deftroy, 
And  light  up  my  Flame  anew. 
For  though  a  Man  can  ft  and  at  Bay 

Again  ft  a  Woman's  Wtll\ 
And  keep,  amid  the  loudeft  Fray, 

His  Refolulian  ftill: 
Tet  vjhen  consenting  Smiles  accoft, 
The  Alan  in  her  Arms  is  loft. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    VI. 

Lycomedes,  Achilles,  Diphilus, 


Acb.  If  your  Refentment  wants  only  the  Show  of  Juftice, 
let  this  honourable  Man  here  be  my  Accufer;  it  may  be  necef- 
fary  for  him  to  trump  up  a  horrid  Confpiracy  to  skreen  his  own 
infamous  Practices. 

Dlpb.  Your  Majefty  hath  had  too  much  Confidence  in  this 
Woman.  The  Lives  of  Kings  are  facred,  and  the  Matter  (tri- 
vial as  it  feems)  deferves  further  Inquiry. There  muft  be 

fome  fecret  villainous  Defign  in  this  Affair. 

Acb.  And  are  not  you,  Diphilus,  confcious  of  that  fecret  vil- 
lainous Defign  > 

Dipb.  'Tis  an  Offence,  Sir,  that  is  not  to  be  pardon'd.  Your 
Dignity,  Sir,  calls  upon  you  (notwirhftanding  your  Partiality 
to  her)'  to  make  her  an  Example.  There  mult  be  Things  of 
Confequence  that  we  are  (till  ignorant  of;  and  (he  ought  to 
undergo  the  fevereft  Examination.. My  Zeal  for  your  Ser- 
vice, Sir,  was  never  as  yet  at  a  lofs  for  Witneffes  upon  thef« 
Occafions.  [To  Lycomedes. 

Lycom.  Don't  you  fee  the  Queen  coming  this  Way  ?  Have 

done  with  this  Difcourfe,  dear  Oiphilu^  and  leave  me. 

Wou'd  I  cou'd  forget  this  ridiculous  Affair !  For  the  prefenr, 
JPyrrba,  I  truft  you  to  return  to  the  Ladies ;  though  (confider- 
ing  your  paffionate  Temper)  1  have  little  Reafon  to  rely  on 
your  Difcretion. 


SCENE    VII. 

Lycomedes,  Theafpe,  Deidamia. 

Theaf.  I  thought  I  had  heard  Pyrrha's  Voice. 

Lycom.  A  jealous  Woman's  Thoughts  are  her  own  and  her 
Husband's  eternal  Plague;  fo  I  beg  you,  my  Dear,  fay  no 
more  of  her. 

Tbeaf.  And  have  I  no  reafon  but  my  own  Thoughts,  my 
Liege? 
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Theaf.  What  give  o'er! 

I  muft  and  will  complain. 
Lycom.        You  plague  us  both  in  vain. 
Theaf.  You  wont:  then  hear  a  Wife ! 

Lycom.        /  mufl,  it  feems,  for  Life, 

TeeAze  no  more. 
Theaf.  Nay,  Sir,  you  know  'tis  true, 

That  *tis  to  her  I  owe  my  Due. 
No  Thanks  to  you  I 

It  behoves  Kings,  Sir,  to  have  the  fevereft  Guard  upon  their 
Actions;  for  as  their  great  ones  are  trumpeted  by  Fame,  their 
little  ones  are  as  certainly  and  as  widely  convey'd  from  Ear 
to  Ear  by  a  Whifper. 

Lycom.  Thefe  chimerical  Jealoufics,  Madam,  may  provoke 
my  Patience. 

Theaf.  Chimerical  Jealoufies! And  do  you  really,   Sir, 

think  your  ignominious  Affair  is  (till  a  Secret? Am  i  to  be 

ignorant  of  a  Thing  that  is  already  whifper'd  everywhere? 
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A  I  R   XXX.    Puddings  and  Pyes. 
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Lycom.    The  Slips  of  a  Husband  you  Wives 
Will  never  forget : 
Tour  Tongue  for  the  Courfe  of  our  Lives 
Is  never  in  debt. 
'Tis  now  funning, 
And  then  dunning ; 
Intent  on  our  Follies  alone, 
9Tisfo  fully  employ' d  that  you  never  can  think  of  your  own, 

Theaf.  My  Sufpicions  have,  indeed,  wmng'd  Pyrrha. —  Howl 

refpecl  and  honour  that  'Girl! Deidamia,  that  honourable, 

that  virtuous  Creature  Pyrrha,  well  deferves  both  your  Friend* 

fhip  and  mine. As  foon  as  you  have  found  her  bring  her 

to  me,  that  1  may  acknowledge  the  Merits  (he  hath  to  me. 


SCENE    VIII. 

Lycomcdes,     Theafpe. 

Theaf  After  the  Repulfe  and  Difgrace  you  have  ve.ry  juftly 
met  with,  you  might  with  Reafon  cenfure  me  for  want  of  Duty 

and  Refpecl  fhou'd  I  upbraid  you.- 'Tis  pad ;  and  if  you 

will  never  again  put  me  in  mind,  I  choofe  to  forget  it Yet, 

wou'd  you  teward  Virtue,  and  had  you  any  Regard  for  my 
Quiet.  — *» 

Da  AIR 


53  A  C  H  I  L  L  E  S.         Aft  II. 

A  I  R   XXXI.  My  Dilding,  my  Daiding. 
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Ah!  Jhoud  you  ever  find  her        '    . 

Complying  and  fonder  ; 
fhough  now  yoje  have  refigh-d  hey ; 

What  then  muft  enfue !  ' 
Your  Flame,  though  now  \tis  over^ 

Again  zvili  recover ; 
You'll  prove  as  fond  a  Lover, 

As  Pm  now  of  you. 

Lycom.  What  wou'd  you  have  me  do  ? 

Theaf.  I  wpu'd  have  you  diftruft  your  felf  and  remove  the 
Temptation.- — —  I  have  long  had  it  at  Heart  to  find  a  Match 
for  my  Nephew  Periphas,  and  I  really  think  we  can  never  meet 
with  a  more  deferving  Woman. 

Lycom.  Whatever  Scheme  you  have  for  her,  /  fliall  not  in- 
terfere with  you. I  have  had  enough  of  her  termagant  Hu- 
mours ;  fhe  hath  not  the  common  Softnefs  of  the  Sex.— ■ 

^Tis  my  Opinion,  that  Periphas  will  not  find  himfelf  much 
oblig'd  to  you;  for  the  Man  that  marries  her  muft  either  con- 
quer his  own  Paffions,  or  hers,  and  one  of  'em  (according  to 
my  Obfervation)  is  not  to  be  conquer'd. 

Theaf.  Marriage,  Sir,  hath  broke,  many  a  Woman's  Spirit; 

and  that  will  be  only  his  Affair. When  he  takes  her  with 

him,  your  own  Family  at  lead:  will  be  eafy. 

Lycom.  Her  Prefence  juft  now  wou'd  be  fhocking.—  I  cou'd 

not  ftand  the  Shame  and  Confufion.- I  fee  her,  and  Deida- 

wia  with  her. .  Do  with  her  as  you  pleafe;  you  have  my 

Content. 
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SCENE    IX, 

Theafpe,  Deidamia,  Achilles. 

Tbetf.  The  Character  Deidamia  ham  given  of  you,  and  your 
own  Behaviour,  Child,  have  fo  chatm'd  me,  that  I  think  I  ne- 
ver can  fufficiently  reward  your  Merits. 

Ach.  DeidamicC%  Friendfhip  may  make  her  partial.  «  My 
only  Merit,  Madam,  is  Gratitude. 

Theaf.  To  convince  you  of  the  Opinion  I  have  of  you—  But 

I  melt  firft  ask  you  a  Queftion Don't  you  think,  Lady 

Pyrrha,  that  my  Nephew  Perlphas  is  very  agreeable  ? 

Acb.  That  Impatience  of  his,  to  ferve  as  a  Volunteer  with  the 
Troops  of  Lycomedes  at  the  Siege  of  Troyy  is  becoming  his 
Birth,—  So  much  Fire,  and  fo  much  Spirit! —  I  don't  wonder 
your  Majefty  is  fond  of  him. 

Theaf.  But  I  am  fure,  Pyrrha,  you  mull:  think  his  Perfon 
agreeable, 

Ach.  No  Woman  alive  can  difpute  it. 

Theaf  I  don't  know,  every  way,  fo  deferving  a  young  Man; 
and  I  have  that  Influence  upon  him,  and  at  the  fame  time  that 
Regard  for  him,  that  I  would  have  him  happy. —  Don't  think, 
Child,  that  I  wou'd  make  him  happy  at  your  Expence;  for, 
knowing thim,  I  know  you  will  be  fo.—  Was  the  Princefs  Ca- 
lifta  here, 'tis  a  Match  (hecou'd  not  difapprove  of;  therefore  let 
that  be  no  Obftacle,  for  every  thing,  in  regard  to  her,  I  take  up- 
on my  felf. 

Ach.  Wou'd  you  make  me  the  Obftacle  to  his  Glory?  Par- 
don me,  Madam,  I  know  my  fclf  undefcrving, 
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Fir  ft  let  him  for  Honour  roamy 

And  martial  Fame  obtain  ; 
"Then  (if  he  Jhou'd  come  Home) 

Perhaps  I  may  explain. 
Since  then  alone  the  Heroes  Deeds 

Can  make  my  Heart  give  way ; 
'Till  Illon  falls  and  Hc$or  bleeds, 

I  muft  my  Choice  delay. 

Theaf  Nay,  Pyrrba,  I  won't  take  thefe  romanfick  Notions 
of  yours  for  an  Anfwer. —  Deidav/iia  is  fo  much  your  Friend, 
that,  I  am  lure,  (he  mull  be  happy  with  this  Alliance;  fo,  whiie 
I  make  the  Propofal  to  my  Nephew,  I  leave  you  two  to  talk 
jjver  the  Affair  together. 


SCENE     X. 

Dcidamia,   Achilles. 

•    /Ich.  Was  there  ever  a  Man  in  fo  whimfical  a  Circumftance! 

DeicL  Was  there  ever  a  Woman  in  fo  happy  and  fo  unhappy 
a  one  as  mine! 

Ach.  Why  did  I  fubmit?    why  did  J  plight  my  Faith  thus  in- 

£imoiii]y  to  conceal  my  fel£$-*i Wfiat  is  become  of  my 

Honour  ? 

Deid.  Ah  Pyrrha,  Pyrrha,   what  is  become  of  mine ! 


Ach.  Wncn  fhall  I  behave  my  felf  as  a  Man! 

Deid,  Wou'd  you  had  never  behay'd  yourfelf  as  one! 
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Fy  gar  rub  her  o'er  with  Straw. 
1 
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Ddd.    Tfc^  -zz/to  Anguifo  tears  my  Quiet, 

Since  lfuffer'd  Shame  for  thee: 
JVIan  at  large  may  rove  and  riot. 

We  are  bound  but  you  are  free. 
Are  thy  Vows  and  Oaths  miftaken  ? 

See  the  Birds  that  wing  the  Sky; 
Thefe  their  Mates  have  ne'er  forfaken% 

'Till  their  Young  at  leafi  can  fly. 

jch.  Petler'd  and  worried  thus  from  every  Quarter  \h  iml 
poffible  muc.i  longer  to  prevent  difcovery  ' 

Deid.  Dear,  dear  Pyrba,  confide  in  me.    Any  other  Difco 
Very  oat  to  me  only  wou'd  be  inevitable  Perdition  to  us  both  ~ 
Am  I  treated  hke  a  common  ProAitute?  Can  your  Grating 
(wou'd  I  miKht  fay  Love !)  refufe  to  lu  me  Z  w    fit 
whom  I  owe  my  Ruin? 

Ach.  You  muft  rely  my  dear  Princeft,  upon  my  Honour- 
for  I  am  nor  hke  a  fond  weak  Husband,  'to  £e  teaz'dT^  tl  ' 
gre^kjng  my  Relolution.  '  ■  ■   "  e 
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Ach.  Know  that  Importunity's  in  vain, 
Deid.  Can  then  nothing  move  thee  ? 

Ach.  Ask  not  fine e  Denial  gives  me  Fain* 
Deid.  'Think  how  much  I  love  thee* 

Ach.  What's  a  Secret  in  a  lVoman*s  Breaft*. 
Deid.  Canfi  thou  thus  upbraid  me  1 

Ach.  Let  me  leave  thy  Heart  and  Tongue  at  reft. 
Deid.  Love  then  hath  betrayed  me, 

Ach.  For  Heaven's  fake,  Deidamia,  if  you  regard  my  Love, 
give  me  Quiet.  ~^-~  Intreaties,  Fondnefs,  Tears,  Rage  and  the 
whole  matrimonial  Rhetorick  of  Woman  to  gain  her  Ends  are 
all  thrown  away  upon  me;  for,  by  the  Gods,  my  dear  Deida- 
mia, I  am  inexorable. 

Deid.  Bat,  my  dear  Pyrrha,  (for  you  oblige  me  ft  ill  to  call 
you  by  that  Name)  only  imagine  what  muft  be  the  Confequence 

of  a  Month  or  two. Think  of  my  unhappy  Gondition 

To  fave  my  Shame  (if  you  are  a  Man  of  Honour)  you  muft 
then  come  to  fome  Refolution. 

Ach.  Till  I  deferve  thefe  Sufpicions,  Deidamia,  methinks  it 
wou'd  be  more  becoming  yourProfeflions  of  Love  to  fpare  'em. 
— -  I  have  taken  my  Refolutions ;  and  when  the  time  comes, 
you  (hall  know  'em :  till  then  be  eafy,  and  prefs  me  no  farther. 
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Deid.  //<?«>  ftfr££y  Hzy  /}<*}'*  <z,W  ^w  fweet  was  my  Reft, 
Ere  Love  with  his  PaJJions  my  Bofom  diftreft  I 
Now  I  languijh  with  Sorrow,  I  doubt  and  I  fear : 
But  Love  hath  me  all  when  my  Pyrrha  is  near, 

Tet  why  have  I  grieved7. Ye  vain  Pajfions  adieu!  ■ 

I  know  my  own  Heart  and  Vll  think  thee  as  true; 
And  as  you  know  my  Heart,  'twould  be  fully  to  range  ; 
For  who'd  be  inconftant  to  lofe  by  the  Change  ? 
J 

Deid.  My  Life,  my  Honour,  then  I  implicitly  intruft  v/iih 
you. 

Mb. 
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Ach.  Who  wou'd  have  the  trouble  of  putting  on  a  Character 
that  does  not  naturally  belong  to  him!  theLtfe  of  a  Hypocrite 
mull  be  one  continual  Scene  of  Anxiety.  When  fhall  I  appear 
as  I  am,  and  extricate  my  felf  out  of  this  Chain  of  Perplexities ! 
—  I  have  no  fooner  elcap'd  being  ravifh'd  but  I  am  immediate- 
ly to  be  made  a  Wife. 

Deid.  But,  dear  Pyrrha,  for  my  fake,  for  your  own,  have  a 
particular  Regard  to  your  Behaviour  till  your  Reiolution  is  ripe 
for  Execution.  - —  Yen*  now  and  then  take  fuch  intolerable 
Strides,  that  I  vow  you  have  ftt  me  a  blufhing. 

Ach.  Confidenng  my  continual  Reftrainr,  and  how  much  the 
Part  I  adl  differs  from  my  Inclinations,  I  am  fur^riz'd  at  my 
own  Behaviour. 

AIR    XXXVi.    I  am  come  to  your  Houfe. 


Ach.  Tour  Drefjy  your  Converfationsy 

Tour  Airs  of  Jay  and  Pain, 
All  thefe  are  Affectations 

We  never  can  attain' 
The  Sex  fo  often  varies^  « 

'Tis  Nature  more  than  Art  : 
To  play  their  whole  Vagaries 

We  muft  have  Woman's  Heart, 

Deid.  Your  Swearing  too,  upon  certain  Occafions,  founds  fa 
veiy  mafculine  —  an  Oath  iianles  me.  —  Wou'd  I  cou'd  cure 
my  felfof  thefe  violent  Apptehenfions ! 

Ash.  As  for  that  matter,  there  are  Ladies  who,  in  their  Paf- 
iioin,  cm  take  all  the  Liberties  of  Speech. 

Deid.  Then  too,  you  very  often  look  fo  agreeably  impudent 
upon  me,  that,  let  me  die,  if  I  have  not  been  mortally  aft  aid 
my  S  iters  wou'd  find  you  on:. 

Ach.  Impudent!  are  Women  fo  cenrorious  that  Looks  can- 
not efc-jpe  'em? May  not  one  Woman  look  kindly  upon 

another  wihout  Scandal? 

Deid.  to  it  fuch  L;>oks !  —  Nay,  perhaps  I  may  be  particular, 
and  it  may  be  only  my  own  Fears;  for  (notwithftanding  your 

Drefs. 
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Drefs)  whenever  I  look  upon  you,  I  have  always  the  Image  of 
a  Man  before  my  Eyes. 

Ach.  Do  what  we  will,  Love  at  fome  Moments  will  be  un- 
guarded.  But  what  fhall  I  do  about  i his  Periphas2. 

Deid.  His  Heart  is  Co  fet  upon  the  Siege,  that  I  know  yoo. 
can  have  bur  very  little  Perlecution  upon  his  Account. 

Ach.  Woa'd  I  cou'd  go  with  him! 

Deid.  And  cou'd  you  leave  me  thus? 

Ach.  Have  you  only  a  womanifli  Fondnefs?  I  thought,  Dei- 
damia,  ycu  lov'd  me.  And  you  cannot  truly  love  and  efteem, 
if  in  every  Circumitance  of  Life  you  have  not  a  juft  Regard  for 
my  Honour. 

Deid.  Dear  Pyrrha,  don't mention  it;  the  very  Thought  of  if 
kills  me.    You  have  fet  my  Heart  in  a  mod  violent  Palpitation. 

rLet  us  talk  no  more  upon   this  dilagreeable  Subjecl. 

My  Sifters  will  grow  very  impatient.- — Shou'd  we  ftay  longer 
together  I  m«ght  again  be  importunate  and  ask  to  know  you, 
and  I  had  rather  bear  the  eternal  Plague  of  unfatisfied  Curiofity, 
than  give  you  a  Moment's  Difquier. They  are  now  expect- 
ing us  in  the  Garden,  and,  confidering  my  prefent  Circum- 
fiances,   I  wou'd  not  give  'em  occafion  to  be  impertinent,   for 

of  late  they  have  been  horridly  prying  and  inquilitive. Let 

us  go  to  'em. 

Ach.  I  envy  that  Periphas.  His  Honour,  his  Fame,  his 
Glory  is  not  (hackled  by  a  Woman. 

A  I  R    XXXVII.    The  Clarinette. 
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Ach.  Ah,  why  is  my  Heart  fo  tender  I 

My  Honour  incites  me  to  Arms  : 

To  Love  fioall  I  Fame  fitrrender2 
By  Laurels  Vil  merit  thy  Charms. 

Deid.  How  can  I  bear  the  Reflection 

Ach.     /  balance;  and  Honour  gives  way. 

Deid.  Reward  my  Love  by  Affection; 

I  ask  thee  no  more  than  1  pay. 

The  End  of  the  Second  Acl. 
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Thcafpe,  Periphas,  Artemona. 

faiphas,  I  have  a  Favour  to  ask  of  you,   and  po- 
fnively  I  will  not  be  refus'd. 
Per.  Your  fylajefty  may  command. 
Theaf    Nay,  Nephew,  'tis  for  your  own  good. 
Per.  To  obey  your  Commands,  Madam,  muft  be  fo. 
Tbeaf.   I  amnot,Pw;k,  talking  to  you  as  a  Queen,  but 
as  a  Relation,  a  Friend.  —  I  muft  have  no  Difficulties;  there- 
fore I  infill  upon  your  abfolute  Promife. 

Per.  I  am  not  in  my  own  Power,  Madam.  ■—  Lycomedes^ 
you  know  hath  acceded  to  the  Treaty  of  Alliance;  that  to 
furnifh  his  Quota,  his  Troops  are  already  embark'd,  and  that  I 
have  engag'd  my  felf  in  his  Service. 

Theaf.  Why  will  you  raife  Obftacles  before  you  know  the 
Conditions  ?  'Tis  a  thing  I  have  fet  my  heart  upon,  and  I  tell 
you  'tis  what  in  Honour  you  can  comply  with. 

Per.  My  Duty,  my  Obligations  put  me  entirely    in  your 

Difpofal.                                               „  ■;...-' 
The  of.  You  prcmife  then  folemnly,  faithfully 

Per.  I  do.  „  .      . 

Theaf.  I  have  remark'd,  Periphas,  that  you  are  prodigioufly 
fond  of  the  Princefs  CaUftcts  Daughter. 
Per.  I  fond  of  her,  Madam! 

Theaf.  Nay,  Periphas,  are  not  you  eternally  at  her  Ear? 
Art.  How  I  have  feen  that  formidable  Hero  General  Ajax 

fuffer  upon  your  Account! Of  all  his  Rivals  you  are  his 

eternal  torment. He  reddens,  fighs,   and  (as  much  as  is 

confident  with  fuch  a  Muftering  Soldier's  Valour)    languiihes 
whenever  you  are  near  her. 

Theaf.  You  may  fafely  own  your  Paffion,  Periphas,  for  I 
know  you  think  her  agreeable. 

Art.  Befides  her  being  the  fafhionable  Beauty  of  the  Courl 
(which  is  diffident  Vanity  to  makeall  the  young  Fellows  fol- 
low her)  vox*:  of  all  Mankind,  in   Gratitude  ought   to  like 

her 
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her. 1  know  all  of  'cm  envy  the  particular  Difiin&ions  fhe 

mews  you. 

Theaf  I  am  convfnc'd  of  her  Merits ;  and  your  marrying 
her  I  know  wou'd  make  you  both  happy. 

Pet.  Let  me  perifh,  Madam,  if  I  ever  once  thought  of  it! 

Theaf.  Your  Happinefs  you  fee  hath  been  in  my  Thoughts.~- 
I  take  the  fettling  this  Affair  upon  my  felf. 

Per.  How  cou'd  you,  Madam,  imagine  I  had  any  Views  of 

this  kind ! What,  be  a  Woman's  Follower  with  Intention 

to  marry  her !  Why,  the  very  Women  themfelves  wou'd  laugh 
at  a  Man  who  had  fo  vulgar  a  Notion  of  Galan?ry,  and 
knew  fo  little  of  their  Inclinations. —  The  Man  never  means 
it,  and  the  Woman  never  expects  it;  and  for  the  mod  part  they 
have  every  other  View  but  Marriage. 

Theaf  But  I  am  ferious,  Nephew,  and  infift  upon  your  Pro- 
mi  fe. 

AIR  XXXVIII.  No  fooner  had  Jonathan  kap'd  from  the  Boat. 
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What  are  the  J  efts  that  on  Marriage  you  quote2. 
All  ignorant  Batchelors  cenfqre  by  Rote  ; 
Like  Criticks  you  view  it  with  Envy  or  Spleen. 
You  pry  out  its  Faults,  hut  the  Good  is  o'erfeen. 

Per.  'Tis  not  in  my  Power,  Madam  ;  'tis  not  in  my  Inclina- 
tions.  A  Soldier  can  have  but  one  Inducement  to   marry, 

(and  the  Woman  may  have  the  fame  Reafon  too)  which  is, 
the  Opportunities  of  Abfence. 

Theaf  You  know,  Nephew,  you  have  promis'd. 

Per.  But  fuppofe  I  am  already  engag'd. 

Theaf.  That  will  be  another  Merit  to  her. 

Per.  'Tis  impoffiblc,   Madam. In  a  Day  or  two  you 

know  I  am  to  let  out  for  the  Campaign. 

Theaf.  A  Lady  of  her  romantic  Spirit  can  have  no  Objec- 
tions to  following  the  Gamp. 


AIR 
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A  I  R  XXXIX.    Love's  a  Dream  of  mighty  Pleafore. 
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Soldier^  think  before  you  marry  ; 

If  your  Wife  the  Camp  attends , 
You  but  a  Convenience  carry \ 

For  (perhaps)  a  hundred  Friends. 
If  at  home  Jhe^s  left  in  Sorrow , 

Abfence  is  convenient  too ; 
Neighbours  now  and  then  may  borrov) 

What  is  of  no  Ufe  to  you. 

Theaf  I  indeed  fear'd  Pyrrha  might  have  ftarted  fome  Dif- 
ficulties, but  if  you  rightly  confider  the  Propofal  you  can' have 
none. 

Per.  What  is  the  Caufe  of  the  War  we  are  now  engag'd  in  ? 
Docs  riot  the  Fate  of  MeneJaus  ftare  me  in  the  Face? 

Theaf.  I  will  have  no  more  of  your  trifling  Objections,  Pe- 
ripbas;  and  as  to  your  Parr,  from  this  time  I  will  look  upon  the 

Affair  as  happily  concluded. -All  that   now  remains  to  be 

done  is  with  Pyrrha.  I  have  left  her  to  Deidamias  Manage- 
ment; and  without  doubt  her  good   Offices  mud  prevail,-   for 

you  can    never  have  a  better  Advocate.   But  fhou'd   the 

Girl  be  perverfe  and  obftinate !  —  'Tis  impoflible.  For  howe- 
ver her  Heart  is  already  engag'd,  no  Woman  alive  can  reiift 
the  Ambition  of  fuch  an  Alliance. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

Periphas. 

Per,  Had  I  fo  little  Tafte  of  Liberty  as  to  be  inclin'd  to 
marry  ;  that  Girl  is  of  fo  termaganta  Spirit  !■  —  The  braveft 
Man  muft  have  the  dread  of  an  eternal  Domeftic  War.  —  In  a 
Tongue-combat  Woman  is  invincible,  and  the  Husband  muft 
come  off  with  Shame  and  Infamy  ;  for  though  he  lives  in  per- 
petual Noife  and  Tumult,  the  poor  Man  is  only  ridiculous  to 

his  Neighbours. -How  can  we  ever  get  rid  of  her? «. 

Hercules  conquer'd  the  feven-headed  Hydra,  but  his  Wife  was 
a  vencim'd  Shirt  that  ftuck  to  him  to  the  laft. 


SCENE    IIL 
Periphas,  Ajax. 

Ajax,  This  Rencounter,  Periphas,  is  as  I  wihVd.  — The  Li- 
berties you  have  taken  — you   know  what  I  mean  —  when 

my  Honour  is  concern^ an  Indignity  and  all  that ! 

*Tis  not  to  be  put  up  ;  and  I  muft  inlift  upon  an  Explanation.-— 

There  is  a  particular  Affair,  my  Lord. 

Per.  Your  accofting  me  in  this  particular  manner,  Lord 
Ajax,  requires  Explanation. For  let  me  die,  if  I  com- 
prehend you  ! 

Ajax.  Death,  my  Lord,  I  explain !  I  am  not  come  here  to  be 
ask'd  Queftions.  —  'Tis  fufficient  that  I  know  the  Affront, 

and  that  you  know  I  will  have  Satisfaction. So,  now  you 

are  anfwer'd . 

Per.  I  can't  fay  much  to  my  Satisfaction,  my  Lord ;  for  I 
can't  fo  much  as  guefs  at  your  meaning. 

Ajaxi  A  Man  of  Honour,  Periphas,  is  not  to  be  trifled 
withal. 

Per.  But  a  Man  of  Honour,  Ajax,  is  not  oblig'd  in  Cou- 
rage to  be  unintelligible. 

Ajax.  I  hate  talking. -The  Tongue  is  a  Woman's  Wea- 
pon. Whenever  I  am  affronted  ;  by  the  Gods,  this  Sword  is 
my  only  Anfwer. 

Per.  'Tis  not,  Ajax,  that  I  decline  the  Difpnte,  or  wou'd 
upon  any  Account  deny  you  the  Plcafure  of  fighting  ;  yet  (it  it 
is  not  too  much  Condelcenfion  in  a  Man  of  Honour)  before 
I  fight  I  wou'd  willingly  know  the  Provocation. 

6  B  AIR 
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Ajax.       What  is  all  this  idle  Chat  > 
Words  are  out  of  Seafon* 
Whether  'tis  or  this  or  that, 

'The  Sword  jh all  do  me  reafon,- 
Honour  caird  me  to  the  'Task  ; 

No  matter  for  explaining  : 
'Tis  a  frejh  Affront  to  ask 
A  Man  of  Honour's  meaning* 

Ajax.  Be  it  as  it  will,  Periphas;  we  have  gone  too  far  al- 
ready to  retrsd. You  know,  I  fuppofe,  of  my  Pretentions 

to  a  certain  Lady Now  are  you  fatisfied? 

Per.  If  you  had  her,  my  Lord,  it  had  been  much  more  to 
my  Satisfaction.— -  I  admire  your  Courage. 


AI  R 
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A  I  R  XLL    Lord  Frog  and  Lady  Mouji. 
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Oh,  then  itfeems  you  want  a  Wife  I 
Shou'd  I  Confent^ 
Tou  may  repent. 
And  all  her  daily  Jars  and  Strife 
Ton  may  on  me  refent. 
Thus  eiPry  Day  and  ev'ry  Right,  J 

If  things  at  home  Jbou'd  not  go  right. 
We  three  mttft  live  in  conjlant  Ftght. 
Take  her  at  all  Event. 

Ajax.  Hell,  and  Furies!  I  am  not  to  be  rally Vl  out  of  my 
Refentment. 

Per.  Now  in  my  Opinion  'tis  flinging  away  your  Courage 
to  fight  without  a  Caufe  ;  though  indeed  the  Men  of  uncom- 
mon Prowefs,  by  their  loving  to  make  the  mo  ft  of  every 
Quarrel,  feem  to  think  the  contrary. 

Ajax.  You  are  not  fo  fure  of  the  Lady,  Periphas,  as  you 
flatter  yourfelf;  for  whenever  I  am  a  Rival,  by  Jove,  'tis  not 
"her  Confent,  but  my  Sword,  that  muft  decide  the  Queftion. 

Per.  Sure  never  a  Rival  (as  you  will  call  me)  had  a  better 
Reafon  for  fighting  than  I  have  at  prefent ;  for  if  I  am  kuTd, 
I  (hall  be  out  of  danger  of  having  the  Woman. 

Ajax.  You  might  fpare  your  jokes,  Periphas,  for  my  Cou- 
rage wants  no  Provocation. If  I  fall,  Pyrrha  may  be  yours : 

You  will  then  defcrve  her.  —  'Till  then 

Per.  So  he  that  conquers,  as  a  Reward,  I  find  is  to  be 
married. —  Now  dear  Ajax,  is  that  worth  fighting  for? 

Ajax.  Your  PalTton  for  that  Lady,  Periphas,  is  too  publick 
to  bear  Difpute.  —  Have  not  I  fecn  you  whifper  her,  laugh 
with  her  ?  And  by  fome  particular  Looks  at  the  fame  time 
'twas  too  evident  that  I  was  the  Subject  of  your  Mirth. 

Per.  Looks,  Ajax! 

E  j  Ajax. 
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4/tf^.  Yes  Looks,  my  Lord;  and  I  never  did  or  will  take 
an  impertinent  one  from  any  Man. 

Per.  impertinent  one  ! 

Ajax.  Furies !  This  cairn  Mockery  is  not  to  be  born*  ■ 
I  won't  have- my  Words  repeated. 

Per.  Such  Language,  Ajax,  may  provoke  me. 

A  I  R    XLII.    Richmond  Ball. 
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What  means  all  this  Ranting  ? 
Ceafe  your  joking ; 
9Tis  provoking, 
I  to  my  Honour  will  ne'er  be  wanting. 

Will  you  do  me  right  ? 
What  means  all  this  Ranting  ? 
Ceafe  your  joking ; 
*Tis  provoking. 
I  to  my  Honour  will  ne'er  be  wanting* 
'Talk  not  then  but  fight.  ' 

Give  then  by  Aflion 
Satisfaction. 
Vm  not  in  awe,  Sir. 
Death!  will  you  draw,  Sir2. 
Tittle-tattle 
Is  a  Battle 
Tou  may  fafer  try. 
Yet,  firfi,  I'd  fain  know  why. 
Ajax.  By  Jupiter,  Periphas,  'till  now  I  never  thought  you 
a  Coward. 

Per.  Nay  then— —  flnce  my  own  Honour  calls  upon  me.— 
Take  notice,    Ajax,  that  I  don't   right  for  the  Woman. 

[They  fight. 
SCENE 


Per. 
Ajax. 

Per. 

Ajax. 
Per. 

Ajax. 

Per. 
Ajax. 


Per. 
Ajax 


Per. 
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SCENE    IV, 
Periphas,  Ajax,  Theafpe,  Arr.emona,  Guards. 

1  Guard*  Part  'em. Beat  down  their  Swords. 

'  [They  are  parted. 

2  Guard.  How  dar'd  you  prefume  to  fight  in  the  Royal 
Gardens  > 

i  Guard.  Nay,  in  the  very  Prefence!  —For  fee,  the  Queen. 

Ajax.  'Tis  very  hard,  Sirs,  that  a  Man  fhou'd  be  deny'd  the 
Satisfaction  of  a  Gentleman. 

Theaf.  Lord  A]ax,  for  this  uHparallel'd  Preemption  we  for- 
bid you  the  Palace. 

Ajax.  I  fhall  take  fome  other  Opportunity,  my  Lord. 


SCENE    V. 

Theafpe,  Artemona,  Periphas. 


Theaf  And  as  for  you,  Periphas 

Per.  Your  Majefty's  Rigor  can  do  no  lefs  than  forbid  me 
the  Woman. 

Theaf.  The  Woman,  Periphas,  is  the  only  thing  that  can 
reconcile  me  to  your  Behaviour. 

Per.  That  blundering  Hero  Ajax  will  have  it  that  I  am  his 
Rival.  The  Man  will  be  almoft  as  miferable  without  her,  as 

'tis  probable  he  might  be  with  her. Oblige  us   both  then, 

Madam,  and  let  the  General  be  miferable  in  his  own  way. 

Theaf,  I  cou'd  not  have  imagin'd  that  obflinate  Girl  cou'd 
have  had  any  Scruples  to  the  Match  ;  but  Deidamia  tells  me 
ihe  finds  her  as  difficult  as  you.      , 

Per.  Since  you  know,  Madam,  that  Pyrrha  will  have  her 
own  way;  for  both  our  fakes,  and  to  fave  yourfelf  unnecef- 
fary  Trouble,  your  Majetly  had  better  give  up  this  Impoflibility. 


SCENE    VI. 

Theafpe,  Artemona,  Periphas,  Diphiius,  Guards. 

Diph.  To  prevent  future  Mifchief,   my  Lord,  his    Majefly 
puts  you  under  Arreft,  and  commands  you  to  attend  him.  <je- 
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neral  Ajax  is  already  in  Cuftody.— — «'Tis  his  Pleafure  too, 
that  (after  you  have  paid  your  Duty  to  him)  you  embark  with 
the  Troops  immediately ;  and  you  are  not  to  come  alhore  again 
upon  pain  of  his  Majefty's  Difpleafure. 

A  I  R    XLIIL 


In  War  we've  nought  but  Death  to  fear ', 

How  gracious  is  the  Sentence  I 
For  that  is  e after  far  to  bear, 

Than  Marriage  with  Repentance,. 
Begirt  with  Foes,  by  Numbers  br*i?a\ 

Pd  blefs  the  happy  Crifis ; 
The  Man  from  greater  Danger  fav'd 

The  leffer  ones  defpifes. 

Per.  Your  Majefty  then,  you  find,  muft  difpenfe  with  my 
PromiTe  'till  after  the  Expedition.- — —  IiT  the  General  fhou'd  be 
fo  happy,  to  bring  Pyrrha  with  him  to  the  Camp,  perhaps 
■we  may  like  one  another  better. 

Diph.  The  King,  Madam,  wants  to  talk  to  your  Majefty 
upon  Affairs  of  Confequence.  — -  You  will  find  him  in  the 
Royal  Apartment. 

Theaf  My  Daughters  with  Pyrrha  havejuft  turnMthe  Walk, 
and  are  coming  this  way.  - — —  You  may  flay  with  'cm,  Ar- 
temona^  till  I  fend  for  you. 


SCENE    VII. 

Arteniona,  Philoe,  Le$bia. 

Phil  'Tis  horridly   mortifying   that     thefe   Trades-People 
^ill  never  get  any  thing  New  againft  a  Birth-day.    They  are 


all 
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all    fo  abominably  ftupid,  that  a  Woman   of  Fancy  cannot 
poffibly  have  the  Opportunity  of  (hewing  her  Genius. 

Lesb.  The  Fatigue  one  hath  of  talking  to  thofe  Creatures 
for  at  leaft  a  Month  before  a  Birth-day  is  infupportable;  fox 
you  know,  Sitter,  when  the  time  draws  fo  very  near,  a  Wo- 
man can  think  of  nothing  elfe. 

Phil.  After  all,  Sifter,  though  their  things  are  deteftable, 
ene  mud  make  choice  of  fomething  or  other.  I  have  fent 
to  the  Fellows  to  be  with  me  this  Morning. 

Lesb.  You  are  fo  eternally  <  fending  for  'em,  one  wou'd 
imagine  you  was  delighted  with  their  Converfation.  For 
thofe  hideous  Stuffs  they  will  (hew  us  from  Year  to  Year 
are  frightful,  are  (hocking.  How  can  a  Woman  have  fo  ill 
a  Tafte  as  to  expofe  herfelf  in  a  laft  Year's  Pattern ! 

Phil.  Dear  Madam,  1  b^g  your  Pardon.  Let  me  d'\ey  if  I 
faw  you! 

Lesb.  Our  meeting  her  was  lucky  beyond  Exprefllon,  for 
I  never  felt  fo  uneaiy  a  thing  as  a  Secret. 

Phil.  You  know,  Sifter,  we  had  agreed  to  truft  her  with 
our  Sufpicions. 

Lesb.  Yet  after  all  when  a  Sifter's  Reputation  is  concern'd. 

Phil.  But  is  not  the  Honour  of  a  Family  of  greater  Con- 
fequence  ? 

Lesb.  Tho  (he  is  a  Woman  and  a  Favourite,  I  dare  $iy  if 
Artemona  promifes,  whatever  (he  fuffcrs  (he  will  inviolably 
keep  it  to  herfelf.  7 

Art.  If  I  had  not  this  Quality  I    had    little  deferv'd  The- 

afpe's  Friendfhip.  By  all   that's   Sacred,    Lad  es    you 

may  fafely  truft  me. 

Phil.  TisimpofTible,  Sifter,  but  (he  herfelf  muft  have  ob- 
ferv'd  it. 

Lesb.  Whatever  People  have  obferv'd,  'tis  a  thing  you 
know,  that  no  Creature  alive  can  prefume  t©  talk  upon? 

Phil.  Deal  fairly  and  openly  with  us,  Artemona. '  Have 

you  rcmark'd  nothing  particular  of  Deidamia  yonder  of  late  > 

Art.  Of  Deidamia  ! 

Lesb.  Only  look  upon  her,  Madam. 

Phil.  Well what  do  you  think  of  her? 

Lesb.  Are  you  blind,  Artemona,  or  dare  not  you  believe 
your  Eyes? 

Art.  Her  particular  Intimacy  with  Pyrrha  do  you  mean  > 

Phil.  Dear  Madam! Then  I  find  we  muft  fpeak  fml. 

Lesb.  Now,  dear  Artemona,  can  any  Woman  alive  ma- 
gine  thar  Shape  of  hers  within  the  compafs  of  commo-  Mo- 
defty? 

Art.  But  how  can  one  pollibly  have  thofe  Sufpicions? 

E  4  '  PhiL 
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Phil.  She  is  a  Woman,  Madam  ;  (he  hath  Inclinations  and 
may  have  had  her  Opportunities  that  we  know  nothing  of. 

A  I  R    XLIV.    Minuet  of  Corelli  in  the  Ninth  Concerto. 


Phil.       -      JVe  may  refohe  to  refift  Temptation; 
And  that's  all  we  can  do  : 
For  in  the  Hour  of  Inclination 
What  cou'd  —  /  or  you  ? 

Lesb.  Though  the  thing  is  improbable,  'tis  fo  monftroufly 
evidc. fit  that  it  cannot  bear  a  Dilute. 

Phil.  Then  her  Bofom  too  h  fo  prepofteroufly  impudent!—: 
One  wou'd  think  a  Woman  ia  her  Condition  was  not  con- 
icious  of  her  own  Shame. 

Lab.  Or  imagin'd  other  People  cou'd  overlook  it  as  well 
as  herfelf. 

Phil.  Then  (he  is  fo  fqueamifh  and  fo  frequently  out  of 
order. 

Lesh.  That  (Tie  hath  all  the  outward  Marks  of  Female 
Frailty  muft  be  vifible  to  all  Womankind. 

Phil.  But  how  (he  came  by  'em,  there,  Artemona,  is  ftill  the 
Secret. 

Lesb.  I  mud  own  that ,  by  her  particular  Intimacies  with  that 
forward  Creature  Pyrrha,  I  fufped  her  to  be  her  Confident  ia 
this  Accident. 

Art.  I  beg  you,  Ladies,  to  turn  this  Difcourfe;  for  Deida- 
mia  and  Pyrrha  are  juft  coming  upon  us  to  join  the  Con- 
vcrfation. 


SCENE    VIII, 

Philoe,  Lesbia,  Artemona,  Deidamia,  Achilles. 

Lesb.  Now  I  dare  fwear  that  carelefs  Creature  Pyrrha  hath 
not  once  thought  of  her  Clothes. 

Art, 
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Art.  Nay,  dear  Lady  Pyrrha,  the  thing  is  not  fuch  a  trifle, 
for  'tis  the  only  Mark  of  Refpeft  that  moft  People  are  capable 
of  ihewing.  And  though  that  is  not  your  Cafe,  1  know 
your  Gratitude  can  never  omit  this  publick  Occafion. 

AIR  XLV.    Tom  and  Will  were  Shepherds  twain. 


Art.  Think  of  Drefs  in  ev'ry  Light ; 

"*Tis  Woman's  chief  eft  Duty ; 
Neglecting  that,  our  f elves  we  flight 

And  undervalue  Beauty. 
That  allures  the  Lover's  Eyey 

And  graces  ev'ry  Aclion; 
Befides,  when  not  a  Creature's  hyy 
9Tis  inward  Satisfaction. 

Ach.  As  I  am  yet  a  Stranger,  Ladies,  to  the  Faflifonsof  the 
Country,  'tis  your  Fancy  that  muft  determine  me. 

Phil.  How  can  a  Woman  of  common  Senfe  be  fo  unfoli- 
citous  about  her  Drefs ! 

Lesh.  And  trufta  Woman  to  choofe  for  her!  'Tis  a  Temp- 
tation to  be  fpiteful  that  very  few  of  us  can  refift;  for  we  have 
not  many  Pleafures  that  can  equal  that  of  feeing  another  Wo- 
man ridiculous. 

Phil.  But  you  have  not,  Pyrrha,  mifplac'd  your  Confidence. 


SCENE    IX. 

Philoe,  Lesbia,Deidamia,  Achilles,  Artemona,  Servant. 

Serv.  Your  Embroiderer,  Madam. 

Phil.  That  Woman  is  everlaftingly   peftering  me  for  Em- 
ployment. Now  can  ftie  imagine  that  to  promote  her  tawdry 

Trade 
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Trade  I  can  be  talk'd  into  making  myfelf  ridiculous  by  ap- 
pearing eternally  in  her  odious  Embroidery  ?  1  can't  fee 

her  now.- But  perhaps  I  may  want  her  for  fome  trivial 

thing  or  other Let  her  call  again  to  morrow. 

Serv.  The  Ami  chamber,  Madam,  is  crowded  with  Trades- 
People. 

Phil.  Did  not  I  tell  you  that  I  wou'd  not  be  troubled  with 

thole  impertinent  Creatures? But  hold  —  I  had  forgot  I 

fent  for  'em.- Let  'em  wait. 

Lesb.  But  if  thofe  foreign  Merchants  who  lately  came  into 
Port  are  among  'em 

Phil.  There,  Sifter,  is  all  my  Hope,  I  (hall  be  horridly  dif- 
appointed  if  they  don't  (hew  us  fomething  charming. 

Lesb.  Shou'd  any  Woman  alive  get  Sight  of  their  things  be- 
fore us 

Phil.  I  cou'd  not  bear  it. To  appear  in  what  another 

Woman  had  refus'd  wou'd  make  the  Creature  fo  intolerably 
vain  ! 

Lesb.  Are  thofe  Merchants  I  ask  you  among  'em? 

Serv.  They  have  been  waking,  Madam,  above  this  half 
Hour. 

Lesb.  And  did  not  you  know  our  Impatience? How 

cou'd  you  be  fo  ftupid ! Let  us  fee  them  this  Inftant. 


SCENE    X. 

Artemena,  Philoe,  Lesbia,  Deidamia,  Achilles. 
Ulyfles,  Diomedes,  Agyrtes.  [Difguifd  as  Merchants^ 

Art.  Unlefs  you  have  any  thing  that  is  abfoluteiy  new 
and  very  uncommon,  you  will  give  us  and  your  felves,  Gen- 
tlemen, but  unnectlTary  Trouble. 

Ulyf.  Our  Experience,  Madam,  mutt  have  profited  very 
little  by  the  Honour  of  dealing  with  Ladies,  if  we  cou'd  ima- 
gine they  cou'd  poflibly  be  pleas'd  twice  with  the  fame  thing. 

Dim.  You  might  as  well  offer  'em  the  fame  Lover. 

Ulyf.  We  have  learnt  the  good  Manners,  M^am,  *°  dift'n- 

cuifh  our  Cuftojners. 1  o  produce  any  thing  that  had  ever 

been  fecn  before  wou'd  be  a  downright  Infult  upon  the  Ge- 
nius ot  a  Lady  of  Quality. 

Diom.  Novelty  is  the  very  Spirit  of  Drefs. 

Lesb.  Let  me  die,  if  the  Fellows  don't  talk  charmingly? 

Phil.  Senftbly,  Sifter. 

Lesb, 
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Lesb.  'Tis  evident  they  muft  have  had  Dealings  with  Ladies 
©f  Condition. 

Diom.  We  only  wait  your  Commands. 

Ulyf.  We  have  things  of  all  kinds,  Ladies. 

Phil.  Of  all  kinds!  — — Now  that  is  juft  what  I  wanted 
to  fee. 

Lesb.  Are  not  thefe,  Sifter,  moft  delightful  Creatures  ? 

Ulyf.  We  know  a  Lady  can  never  fix  unlefs  we  firlfc  cloy 
her  Curiofity. 

Diom.  And  if  Variety  can  pleafe,  we  have  every  thing  that 
Fancy  can  wifh. 

A  I  R    XL  VI.    The  Bob-tail  Lafs. 
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In  Drefs  and  Love  by  like  De fires 

Is  Woman* s  Heart  perplext ; 
The  Man  and  the  Gown  Jhe  one  Day  admires ', 

She  wipes  to  change  the  next. 
The  more  you  are  fickle,  we're  more  employed, 

And  Love  hath  more  Cuftomers  too; 
For  Men  are  as  fickle,  and  foon  are  cloyed, 

Unlefs  they  have  fomething  New. 

Lesb.  Bat,  dear  Man,  confider  our  Impatience. 

Ulyf.  Wou'd  you  command  the  things,  Ladies,  to  be  brought 
here,  or  wou'd  you  fee  'em  in  your  own  Apartment  ? 

Phil.  H'^w  intolerably  thefe  Fellows  love  talking ! 

Lesb.  How  canft  thou,  Man,  ask  fuch  a  Queftion! 

Phil.  Here —immediately. 

Ulyf  Nay,  tis  not,  Madam,  that  our  Goods  can  be  put  out 
of  Countenance  by  the  moft  glaring  Light  —as  for  thai  mat- 

Lesb. 
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Lesb,  Nay,  pry'thee,  Fellow,  have  done. 

[Diomedes^ow  out  and  returns  with  Agyrtes. 

Ulyf  I  wou'd  not   offer  you  thefe  Pearls,    Ladies,   if  the 
World  cou'd  produce  fuch  another  Pair. 

Phil.  A  Pair,  Fellow Doft  thou  think  that  Jewels  pair 

like  Men  and  Women  becaufe  they  were  never  made  to  agree? 

Diom.  Now,  Ladies,  here  is  all  that  Art  can  fliew  you.— 
Open  the  Packet. 

Lesb.  This  very  individual  Pattern,  in  a  blue  Pink,  had  been 
infinitely  charming. 

Phil.  Don't  you  think  it  pretty,  Deidamia} 

Lesb.  For  Heaven's  fake,   Lady  Pyrrha.  ■  Nay,  dear 

Ch'fld,  how  can  any  Creature  have  fo  little  Curiofity  ! 

Ulsf  Look  upon  it  again,  Madam Never  was  fo  de- 
lightful a  Mixture  ! 

Diom.  So  foft!   fo  mellow! 

Ulyf.  So  advantageous  for  the  Complexion  ! 

Lesb.  I  can't  bear  it,  Man ;  the  Colour  is  frightful. 

PhiL  I  hate  our  own  tame  home-bred  Fancy.  —.—  I  own  I 
like  the  Defign  —  but  take  it  away,  Man. 

An.  There  mull  be  fomething  pretty  in  every  thing  that  is 
foreign.  [XJ\)ffzs  pews  another  Piece. 

Deid.  I  am  fure,  Madam,  this  mud  convince  you  to  the 
contrary.  —  Never  was  any  thing  fo  detefiabiei 

Lesb.  For  Heavens  fake,  Sir,  open  that  other  Packet ;  and 
take  away  this  hideous  Trumpery, 

Ulyf.  How  coud'fl  thou  make  this  Miflake?  —  Never  was 
fuch  "an  eternal  Blunderer.  [Opens  the  Armour* 

Phil.  How  ridiculous  is  this  Accident ! 

Diom.  Pardon  the  Miflake,  Ladies. 

Lesb.  A  Suit  of  Armour  !  —  You  fee,  Philoe^  they  can  at 
leaft  equip  us  for  the  Camp. 

PhiL  Nay,  Lesbia,  for  that  Matter  it  might  ferve  many  a 
{tiff  awkward  Creature  that  we  fee  every  Day  in  the  Drawing- 
room;  for  their  Drels  is  every  way  as  abfmd  and  prepofterous. 

[Another  Packet  opened. 

Ulyf.  If  your  Expectations,  Ladies,  are  not  now  anfwer'd, 
let  Fancy  own  herfelf  at  a  (land.  'Tis  inimitable!  'Tis  irre- 
fiftible/ 

[As  the  Ladies  are  employed  in  examining  the  Stuffs,  Achil- 
les is  handling  and poijing  the  Armaur,  Ulyfles  objerving 
him. 

Ach'tl.  The  Workmanfhip  is  curious;  and  fo  juftly  mount- 
ed !  This  very  Sword  feems  fitted  to  my  Hand.—  The  Shield 
too  is  fo  little  cumberfome;  fo  very  ealy!—  Was  Heiior  here, 

the  Fate  of  Troy  fhou'd  this*  Inftant  be  decided. . How  my 

Heart  burns  to  meet  him  1  Ulyf 


AaiH.        ACHILLES.  6x 

Ulyf.  \_Afide  to  Diom.  That  intrepid  Air!  That  Godlike 
Look!  It  muft  be -He!  His  Nature,  his  Difpofition  (hews 
him  through  (he  Difguife  [To  .Achilles.]  Son  of  Thetis,  I 
know-thee,  Greece  demand j> 1 nee,  and  now,  Achilles,  the  Houfe 
of  Priam  (hakes  r 

Ach.  but  what  are  you,  Friend,  who  thus  prefume  to 
know  me } 

Ulyf.  You  cannot  be  a  Stranger,  Sir,  to  the  Name  of  Ulyjfes. 

Acb.  As  I  have  long  honour'd,  I  fhall  now  endeavour,  Sir, 
to  emulate  your  Fame. 

Ulyf,  Know,  Sir,  Diomedes;  He  too  is  ambitious  to  attend 
you,  and  partake  your  Glory. 

Diom.  Come,  Agyrtes ;  with  him  we  carry  Conqueft  to  the 
Confederates. 

[Agyrtes  takes  a  Trumpet  which  lay  amongfl  the  Armoury 
andfounds. 

A  I  R    XLVII.     My  Dame  hath  a  lame  tame  Crane. 
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Ulyf.  Thy  Fate  then,.  0  Troy,  is  decreed. 

Diom.  How-Ipantl 

Achil.  How  I  burn  for  the  Fight. 

Diom.  Hark,  Glory  calls. 

Achii.  Now  great  Hedor  pall  bleed. 

Agyr.  Fame  Jh all  our  Deeds  requite. 

[As  .Achilles  is  going  off,  he  turns  and  looks  on  Deidamia. 


AIR 
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A  I  R   XLVIII.    Gemiman?s  Minuet. 
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Ach. 


B**#*y  bi^j.  —  ^£,  why  thatLanguip  ? 


Seejhe  tails  and  bids  me  flay. 
How  can  I  leave  her"1,  my  Heart  feels  her  Anguip. 
Hence ,  Fame  and  Glory.  Love  wins  the  Day. 

[He  drops  the  Sword  and  Shield. 

Trumpet  founds,  and  he  takes  'em  up  again. 

AIR  My  Dame  hath  a  lame,  &c.  as  before,  Sung  in  Four 
Parts  as  a  Catch. 

Ulyf-  fty  FaU  ^n,  0  Troy,  is  decreed. 

Ach .    How  I  pant  I  How  I  burn  for  the  Fight ! 

Diom.  Hark,  Glory  calls.  Now  great  Hector  [hall  bleeds 

Agyr.  Fame  pall  our  Deeds  requite. 

[As  they  are  going ;  Achilles  flops  with  his  Eyes  nYdf 
on  Deidamia. 

Art.  For  Heaven's  fake,  Ladies,  fupporr  Deidamia. 
Pbii  Never  was  any  thing  fo  aftonilhing  1 

Lew. 
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Lesb.  Run  then,  Artemonay  and  acquaint  the  King  and  Queen 
with  what  hath  happen'd. 


SCENE      XL 

Philoe,   Lesbia,    Deidamia,  Achilles,   Diomedes, 
Ulyfles,    Agyrtes.     . 

Phil.  Ah  Sifter,  Sifter,  the  Myftery  then  of  that  particular 
Intimacy  between  you  and  Pyrrba  is  at  laft  unravell'd. 

Lesb.  Now  if  it  had  not  been  a  Man  of  this  prodigious  Con- 

fequence,it  had  been  the  fame  thing. Sure  never  unguarded 

Woman  was  fo  unaccountably  lucky ! 

Deid.  Can  you  leave  hie,  Achilles  ? Can  you  ? 

Ulyf  Confider  your  own  Glory,  Sir. 

AIR    XLIX.    Gavotte  of  Corelli. 
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Ach.  Why  this  Pain7. 

Love  adieu, 
Break  thy  Chain  % 
Fame  purfue, 
Ahy  falfe  Heart, 
Can* ft  thou  fart  ? 
Oaths  and  Vows  have  hound  me. 
Fame  cries ,  Go ; 
Love  fays.  No, 
Why  d'ye  thus  confound  me  ? 

Deid.  Think  of  my  Condition. Save  my  Honour. 

Ulyf.  Think  of  the  Honour  of  Greece. 
Deid.  Think  of  your  folemn  Oaths  and  Promifes. 
Ulyf  Nations  depend  upon  you.— Victory,  Sir,  calls  you 
hence. 

Deid. 
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Deid.  Can  you,  Achilles,  be  perfidious  ? 

Ulyf.  Can  you  lofe  your  Glory  in  the  Arms  of  a  Woman? 

Deid.  Can  you  facrifice  the  Fame  of  your  faithful  Deidamia  ?l| 

AIR    L    The  Scheme. 
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Ach.     0,  what  a  Conflicts  in  my  Breaft! 

TJlyf.         What,  fiill  in  fufpence7.  bid  Fame  adieu* 

Deid.    See  me  with  $hame  oppreft: 

I  curfe,  yet  I  love  thee  too. 
Ulyf.  Let  not  her  Sighs  unman  your  Heart. 
Deid.  Can  you  then  go,  and  Faith  refignt 

Ach .     Should  I ! .  How  can  I  part  ? 

Deid.  Tour  Honour  is  link'd  with  mine. 


SCENE      The   Lafl. 

Philoe,  Lesbia,  Deidamia,  Achilles,  Ulyfles,  Afte- 
mona,  Diomedes,  Agyrtes,  Lycomedes,  Theafpe, 
Diphilus,   Pcriphas,  Ajax. 

Lycom.  Hence,  Diphilus ;  and  prefume  no  more  to  come  into 
my  Prefence.  'Twas  your  paltry  Flattery  that  made  me  ridi- 
culous.  Such  a  Genius  can  never  be  at  a  lofs  for  Employ 

mem,   for  I  have  found  you  qualified  for  the  very  meanefl 
Offices.  [Exit  Diphilus. 

Theaf.  My  Daughter,  Sir,  I  hope,  hath  put  Confidence  in  a 
Man  of  Honour. 

Ach 
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Ach.  My  Word,  Madam,   is  as  facred  as  the  mod  religious 

Ceremony. Yet  (though  we  are  already  folemnly  betroth'd 

to  each  other)  'tis  my  Requeft,  Madam,  that  before  I  leave  the 
Court  the  Prieft  may  confirm  the  Marriage. 

[Theafpe  whifpers  Artemona,  who  goes  out. 

Theaf  This  might  have  prov'd  a  fcurvy  Affair,  Deidamia ; 
for  a  Woman  can  never  depend  upon  a  Man's  Honour  after 
(he  hath  loft  her  own  to  him. 

[Achilles  talks  apart  to  Ulyfles,  Periphas,  &c. 

Lycom.  You  muft  own,  Madam,  that/twas  your  own  Jeal- 
oufies  that  were  the  Occafion  of  Deidamiah  Difgrace. 

Theaf,  How  can  you  have  the  AfTurance  to  name  it  >  Does  it 

not  put  you  in  mind  of  your  own? 'Let  her  Marriage  to 

Achilles  make  us  forget  every  thing  part. 

Ach.  As  you  was  fo  furioufly  in  Love,  Lord  Ajax,  I  hope 
I  (hall  ftill  retain  your  Friendfhip. 

Ajax.  No  joking  I  beg  you,  young  Man.  —  But  pr'ythee, 

how  came  you  here?  and  in  a  Woman's  Drefs  too ! Your 

fetting  out,  Stripling,  did  not  feem  to  promife  much. 

Ach.  The  Adventure  wou'd  be  too  long  to  tell  you I 

(hall  referve  the  Story  for  the  Camp. 

[Artemona  returns  with  the  Prieft. 

Art.  The  Prieft,  Sir,  is  ready. 

Lycom.  The  Ceremony  waits  you. 

Ach.  It  fhall  be  my  Study,  Lycomedes,  to  deferve  this  Alliance, 

Lycom.  May  you  be  happy ! 

Theaf.  Let  the  Prieft  then  join  your  Hands. 
[Achilles,  Deidamia,    Lycomedes,  Theafpe,   Lesbia,  Philoe, 
Artemona,  retire  to  the  back  part  of  the  Stage.     The  Prieft 
Performs  the  Ceremony, 
er.  Our  Duel,  Ajax,  had  made  a  much  better  Figure  if  there 

had  been  a  Woman  in  the  Cafe. But  you  know,  like  Men 

of  violent  Honour,  we  were  fo  very  valiant  that  we  did  not 
know  what  we  were  righting  for. 

Ajax.  If  you  are  too  free  with  your  Wit,  Periphas,  perhaps 
we  may  know  what  we  quarrel  .shout. 

Ulyf.  What  tefty,  Ajax  I  Petticoats  have  led  many  a  Man  in- 
to an  Error.  How  lucky  was  the  Difcovery !  for  had  you 
found  a  real  complying  Woman  you  had  irretrievably  been 
imarried.  —  The  Pretence  of  Achilles  fball  now  animate  the 
War. 
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AIR    LI.    The  Man  that  is  drunk,  fcrV. 


Per.  Was  ever  a  Lover  fo  happily  freed! 
Ajax.  'Try  me  no  more;  and  mention  it  never. 

Ulyf.  Suppofe  you  had  found  her  a  Woman  indeed. 
Ajax.  Muft  I  be  teaz'd  and  worried  for  ever ! 

Diom.  By  Conqueft  in  Battle  we  fiwjh  the  Strife; 
Per.      But  Marriage  had  kept  you  in  Quarrels  for  Life. 
Ajax.  Muft  you  he  fleering  ? 

Truce  with  your  jeering. 
Know  that  you  Wits  rf?  paid  for  your  fieering. 

Per.  If  you  had  been  deceiv'd  by  a  Woman 'tis  what 

we  are  all  liable  to.  . 

Diom.  But  Ajax  is  a  Man  of  warm  Imagination. 
Ajax.  After  this  Day  let  me  hear  no  more  of  this  ridiculous 

Affair.  .     -;»         .  ,    .        *        j      .  ,  i 

Per.  Nay  for  that  matter  any  Man  might  have  Deen  deceiv  d; 

for  Love,  you  know,  is  blind.  ^ 

Aiax.  With  my  Sword  I  can  anfwer  any  Man. — —  1  ten 
you,  1  hate  joking.  [Lycomedes,  fcfr.  come  forwards 

Lycmt.  I  have  the  common  Caufe  fo  much  at  Heart  that  1 
wou'u  not,  Son,  detain  you  from  the  Siege. 


AIR 
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A  1  R    LII.    There  liv'd  long  ago  in  a  Country  Place. 
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Deid.   Howjhort  -was  my  Calm  I  in  a  Moment  'tis  paft; 
Frejh  Sorrows  arife,  and  my  Day  is  o'ercafl. 

But  fine e  'tis  decreed. Let  me  ftifle  this  Tear. 

Be  hold,  yet  be  cautious ;  my  Life  is  thy  Care; 
On  thine  it  "depends  ;  'tis  for  thee  that  I  fear. 

Lycom.  As  both  her  Country  and  your  Glory  are  concern'd, 
Deidamia  muft  learn  to/bear  your  Abfence.—  In  the  mean  time, 
Achilles,  (he  fhall  be  our  Care.  — As  the  Marriage  is  confirm'd; 
let  the  Dancers,  who  were  preparing  for  thv  approaching  Feftival, 
celebrate  the  Wedding. 

Ajax.  But  hearkee,  young  Fellow,  — This  is  the  old  Soldier's 
Play;  for  we  feldom  leave  Quarters  but  the  Landlord's  Daugh- 
ter is  the  better  for  us. Hah !  [7o  Achilles. 


DANCE. 


Ulyf  We  may  for  a  while  put  on  a  feign'd  Chara£r-r,  bu 
Nature  is  fo  often  unguarded  that  it  will  Ihew  itfeif, — Ti 
to  the  Armour  we  owe  Achilles. 
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Single.     Nature  breaks  forth  at  the  Moment  unguarded', 
Chorus.      Through  all  Difguife  Jhe  herfelfmuft  betray. 
Single.     Reav'n  with  Succefs  hath  our  Labours  rewarded. 
Chcras.      Let's  with  Achilles  our  Genius  obey. 

A  I  R    LIV.     Saraband  of  Corelli. 
4r. 
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Uly  f.    Thus  when  the  Cat  had  once  all  Woman's  Graces ; 
Court  (hip,  Marriage  won  her  Embraces  ; 
Forth  left  a  Moufe  ;  Jhe,  forgetting  Enjoyment, 

Quits  her  fond  Spoufe  for  her  former  Employment. 

CHORUS. 

Minuet  of  Corelli. 

Nature  breaks  forth  at  the  Moment  unguarded ; 
Through  all  Difguife  Jhe  herfelf  muji  betray. 
Heaven  with  Succefs  hath  our  Labours  rewarded  ; 
»      Let's  with  Achilles  our  Genius  obey. 

FINIS. 


February  28,   1733.     Jujl  Publijttd, 

A  SELECT  COLLECTION  of  MOLIEREh  CO- 
MEDIES, French  and  Englijh,  in  EIGHT  POCKET 
VOLUMES,  neatly  Printed  on  a  Fine  Paper,  with  a  curious 
Frontifpiece  to  each  Comedy.  To  which  is  prefix'd  a  curious 
PRINT  of  the  AUTHOR,  and  his  L I FE  in  French  and 
Englijh ;  Extracted  from  Monlieur  Bayle,  Rapin,  &c. 

N.  B.  That  it  may  be  feen  how  much  the  Englijh  Stage  has 
been  indebted  to  Moliere,  we  have,  in  this  Catalogue,  plac'd  fuch 
of  Our  Comedies  as  have  been  founded  upon  His  over-againft 
the  Originals,  from  whence  they  were  taken. 

■  •  Vol.  I.  containing, 

A  DEDICATION  of  the  Whole  WORK  to 
HER  MAJESTY. 

The  LIFE  of  the  AUTHOR. 
A  General  PRE  FA  C  E  to  the  Whole  W  O  RK. 

1  Mifer,  Shadwel.  i  L'AVA  RE.    The  M  I  S  E  R. 

Mifer,  Fielding.  Dedicated  to  His  Royal  Highnefs  the  Prince 

of  Wales. 

Sganarelle  on  le  Cocu  Imaginaire. 

The  Cuckold  in  Conceit. 

Dedicated  to  Mifs  Wolftenholme. 

Vol.  II.  containing, 

2  Citizen  turridGen-  2  Le  Bourgeois  Gentilhomtne. 
tleman,  Ravenfcroft.  The  Cit  turn'd  Gentleman. 

Dedicated  to  His  Royal  Highnefs  the  Duke. 

3  Lowes  Contrivances,  3  Le  Me  die  in  raalgre  Lui. 
Cendivre.                                 A  Dodror  and  No  Do&or. 

Dedicated  to  Dr.  Mead. 

Vol.  III.  containing, 

4  Sir  Martin  Marral,  4  VEtourdi  ou  les  Centre-Terns. 
JDryden.                          The  Blunderer  :  Or  the  Counter-Plots. 

Dedicated  to  the  Right  Honourable  Philip  Earl 

of Chefterrleld. 

Les  Precieufes  Ridicules. 

The  Conceited  Ladies. 

Dedicated  to  Mifs  Le  Bas. 

Vol.  IV.  containing, 

5  Squire  of  Jlfatia,  S   L'EcoIe   des   Maris. 
Sha  Iwell.                                  The  School  f  )r  Husbands. 

Dedicated  to  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lady 
Harriot  Campbell. 

6  UEcole 


6  Country  Wife, 
Wicherly. 


7  Nonjuror,  Cibber. 


8   Wanton  Wife, 
Betterton. 


9  Plain-Dealer, 
Wicherly. 

io  Trelooby,  Van- 
brugh. 


II   Amphitryon, 
Drydcn.  • 


1 2  Tender  Husband, 
Steele. 


13   Imperthitnts, 
Shadwell. 


6  UEcole  des  Femmes. 
The  School  for  Wives. 

Dedicated  to  the  Right  Honourable  Sir  William 
Yonge,  Knight  of  the  Bath. 

Vol.  V.  containing, 

7  Tartuffe,  opt  Ulmpofieur. 

The  Impoftor. 

Dedicated  to  Mr.  Wyndham  o/Xlower-Wall, 

in  Gloucefterfhire. 

8  George  Dan  din,  ou  le  Mart  Confondu. 

George  Dandin,  or  the  Husband  Defeated. 

Dedicated  to  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lady  *** 

Vol.  VI.  containing, 

9  Le  Mifantrope. 
The   Man -Hater. 

Dedicated  to  His  Grace  the  Duke  0/*  Montagu. 

I  o  A4.  De  Pourceaugnac. 

Squire  Lubberly. 

Dedicated  to  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lady 
Mary  Wortley  Montagu. 

Vol.  VII.  containing, 

11  Amphitrion.     Amphitryon. 

Dedicated  to  the  Right  Honourable  George 

Dodington,  Efqi 

Le  Mariage  Force, 

The  Forc'd  Marriage. 

Dedicated  to  the  Right  Honourable  the 

Lady  Harvey. 

11  Le  Sicilien,  ou  l?  Amour  Peintre. 

The  Sicilian,  or  Love  makes  a  Painter. 

Dedicated  to  Her  Grace  the  Dutchefs  of 
Richmond. 

Vol.  VIII.  containing, 
Le  Ma  lade  Imaginaire. 
The  Hypochondriack. 

Dedicated  to  His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Argyle. 

13  Les  Fafcheux.    The  Impertinents. 

Dedicated  to  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord 
Carteret. 


>/' 


Juft  Publijh'd, 

The  TRAVELS  and  ADVENTURES  of  the  Sieur 
„  A  C  Q  U  E  S  MASSE:  Being  a  very  entertaining  Account 
of  his  Arrival  in  an  unknown  Country  in  Terra  Auftralis,  after 
(having  fuffer'd  two  Shipwrecks :  Of  the  ftrange  Manners  and 
iCuitoms  of  the  People  :    Of  his  curious  Conventions  with 
| the  Priefts,  Judges,  and  with  the  KING  himfelf,  on  the  Sub- 
jects of  Religion,  Trade,  and  almoft  all  the  Arts  and  Sciences : 
i  Of  his  PaiTage  from  the  Southern  Countries  to  Goa,  where  he 
was  imprifon'd  in  the  Inquifition  :  Of  his  being  taken  by  Pirates 
in  his  Voyage  from  thence  to  Lisbon ;  and  of  his  Ranfom  from 
Slavery,  and  Arrival  at  London  :  Befides  many  other  moll  di- 
verting Incidents,  which  are  very  agreeably  interfpers'd  in  the 
Narrative. 

1     Juft  PublijVd, 

*  The  BOARDING  SCHOOL;  or,  The  SHAM 
CAPTAIN.  An  Opera.  As  it  is  perform'd  at  the  Theatre- 
Royal  in  Drury-Lane,  by  His  Majefty's  Servants  :  Written  by 
Mr.  COFFEE,  Author  of  the  Beggar's  Wedding,  and  The 
Devil  to  Pay.     With  the  Mufick  preflxt  to  each  Song. 

Alfo  juft  Publijtfd  the  loft  New  Play,  calPd, 

C  JE  LI  A,  or,  The  Perjur'd  LO  V  E  R,  as  it  is  A£ed  at  the 
Theatre- Royal  in  Drury-Lane,  by  His  Majefty's  Servants. 

N.  B.  This  Play  is  founded  on  a  True  Tragical  Story  in 
Common  Life,  and  the  Incidents  very  Natural  and  Moving. 

And  the  Second  Edition  of 

The  MOCK  DOCTOR:  Or,  The  DUMB  LADY 

Cur'd,  a  Comedy  done  from  Moliere,  with  additional  SONGS 
and  Alterations. 

Feb.  28,  1732.     In  a  few  Days  will  be  Publijb'd, 
*f*  The  MISER.     A  Comedy,  taken  from  Plautus  and 

Moliere.    By  HENRY  FI E  LDI  NG,  Efq.    As  it  is  now 

Acting  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane^  by  His  Majefly's 

Servants. 
Printed  for  John  Watts  at  the  Printing-Office  in  Wild-Court 

near  Lincoln's-Inn  Fields. 


